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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 

This is a direct continuation of one of my favorite fics ever, seventiessex's story Truth Will Show. 
hHps://www.rockfic.com/story/35359/| It literally picks up in the middle of a conversation. Go read that first 
to understand what's going on here. 


Real life interrupted their writing time before they finished it, and when they did get back to writing, they felt 
they couldn't get back into that fic well enough to do it justice. | got inspired to write something to resolve the 
situation Truth Will Show left off on and showed what | wrote to seventiessex, who gave me permission to 
post this continuation/sequel to their story. 


danick's POV 


| blinked, just staring at Dave for a long moment, sure | hadn't heard him correctly. But thinking back, he had 
said a thing or two in our earlier conversations that I'd discounted as him simply stumbling over his words in 


his effort to reassure me that he truly wasn't disgusted by my love of lingerie. 


He started to turn away, not meeting my eyes. "l'm sorry," he mumbled. "I shouldn't... you probably think I'm 


some kind of creep now." 


"Why would | think that?" | asked gently. Considering how turned on | get by wearing my lingerie, | certainly 
couldn't blame hm for also being turned on by the idea of wearing it. He didn't need to be embarrassed by it. 


"Well.. you're my friend, Jan.. l. it's." Dave shook his head helplessly for a moment. "I don't know why, but.. 


ever since Bucharest, I've.. and now, seeing you.. | just." 


| knew | had to reassure him somehow. "Dave, it's fine," | said. "| expect you've been anticipating wearing your 
new things, and there's nothing wrong with being turned on by the thought.. hell, you know what wearing these 
things does for me! Its why | left my jeans on; | knew perfectly well I'd be turned on by putting anything on 
and | figured you didn't need to see that again." 


Dave shook his head, looking down and trying to hide behind his hair. "Well, yeah, thinking about how they'll feel 
does... but its not just.. its you, Jan. l. | havent.. haven't been able to get you out of my mind since 


Bucharest." 


My mind ground to a halt at that. "Me?" | repeated stupidly. | guess | was quite a bit farther off the mark 
than | thought, misinterpreting Dave's words over the last few weeks. "l.. you're saying that you're.. attracted 
to.. to me?" Blood rushed to my groin, | hadn't truly felt desirable since Bruce left me. But now Dave was 
saying he found me attractive? "Davey, that's so.." 


"Creepy, | know," he mumbled. "You must hate me now." 

"Unexpected, | was going to say, so you don't need to put words in my mouth," | said. "It... it makes me feel 
good, actually. So don't be embarrassed" | reached over and gave his hand a quick squeeze, telling him, "Go on, 
Davey, put your knickers on | bet they'll look amazing with your hair and skin tone. And if you want, I'll put on 
something else for you. Anything you'd like to see me in at all" 

Dave peered up at me through his hair. "You... you don't mind?" he stammered. "| mean.. you don't think it's 
weird or creepy that I've been.. been thinking about you.. like that? Especially given how long we've known each 


other?" 


"Why should | mind?" | asked. "If anything, I'm flattered" Now | blushed a little and asked, "Seriously, Davey... 


what do you want to see me in?" 
"I really like that corset on you," he mumbled. "Maybe fishnets to go with it?" 


| smiled. "Sure, if you want to see me like that. Can | see you in your pretty purple knickers, then?" 


| could see his blush through the curtain of his hair. "Okay," he mumbled. He got up to take off his jeans and | 
could see he had trouble unzipping over his hard-on before he turned away to push them down and step out 


of them. 


Turning away, | also eased my jeans off over my own twitching cock and pulled out a pair of fishnets from my 
little black bag, rolling them up my legs and attaching them to the suspenders coming off my corset. | was a 
little nervous about letting Dave see me like this, but | wasn't kidding when | told him | was flattered. | hadn't 
felt this attractive since Bruce left. | took a deep breath and turned around, then my breath caught. Dave 
looked amazing in his purple spiderweb knickers, which hugged his arse beautifully. | gave him a soft wolf 
whistle. "Damn, Davey, you look fantastic!” 


He turned and sat down quickly, then looked up at me, blushing beet red. "You, uh, you look amazing yourself," 
he mumbled. 


| had to smother a gasp at seeing his hardness encased in the delicate fabric and my own cock throbbed 
eagerly. "How do those feel?" | asked. "As good as my things that you tried on?" 


His hands moved over his hips, stroking the delicate fabric gently. "They do feel good," he admitted "Maybe too 
good. | don't know.." he trailed off uncertainly. 


| licked my lips, desperately wanting to touch myself but not sure if that might be too much for Dave. "What 
don't you know, Davey?" | asked softly. 


"They feel so good.. and you look so hot.. and it's, erm, its been a while," he confessed. "I don't know if | can 
get them back off again without... without, erm...” 


"Oh God," | whispered, my hand wrapping around myself. "Go on, then.. touch yourself if you want to. | didn't 
want to make you uncomfortable, but | haven't worn anything since Bucharest, and it feels so good.." | ran my 
other hand down over the corset, reveling in the feel of the silk and lace under my fingers. "You can look, if 


you want." 


He glanced up at me through the curtain of his hair, and | could see him lick his lips. No one looked at me like 
that since Bruce left and | couldn't believe how much it turned me on - all the more because | never would 


have expected it from Davey. "Beautiful," he breathed, gazing at me with heated eyes. 


My cock twitched and | moaned softly. l'd forgotten how much better it felt to dress up, when someone else 
appreciated how | looked in my things. | got up and stood in front of him on suddenly trembling legs; what | was 
about to say would change everything between us, or it could very possibly ruin our friendship for good. "You 
like how | look?" | asked in a whisper. At his nod, | took a deep breath and told him, "If you want to touch, go 
ahead. Whatever you want to do, Davey." 


| could hear him suck in an eager breath and his hand lifted, hesitantly reaching out towards my leg, but 
stopping short of actually touching me. "l. are you sure?" he asked softly. 


"Yeah, I'm sure," | told him, "Anything you want to do is good" | licked my lips again and added, "And so is 
anything you might want me to do for you." 


Chapter 2 
Dave's POV 


| sat with my hand outstretched, just shy of touching Jan's fishnet-clad leg, frozen in shock at his words. He 
wanted me to touch him? He wanted to touch me? | knew this was going to change things between us, how | 

wasn't sure, but right this moment, | didn't care. | took a deep breath and reached out the last little distance, 
my fingertips just caressing Jan's leg. The fishnets were slightly rough under my fingers, in contrast with his 
smooth skin. 


Jan gave a soft sigh when | touched his leg and | could see his cock twitch, a bit of moisture appearing at the 
tip. | had a sudden urge to lick that moisture away, but | wasn't sure | was ready to go quite that far just 
yet. He reached out and ran his fingers through my hair and | inhaled sharply, so aroused that even such an 
innocent touch was getting to me. 


"Jan," | breathed, running my hand up his leg and over his hip, then up to caress the silk and lace of the 
corset around his torso. "Oh, God.. this is.. this is.." | moaned, feeling the fabric of my knickers sliding over my 


hard-on as | moved. "Feels good..." 


"Lie back, Davey," Jan whispered, settling down on the bed beside me. He moved his hand down to my shoulder 
and nudged me back. 


| let Jan push me down and rolled to face him as he lay down beside me. | put my hand back on his waist, 
appreciating the feel of the silk and lace over his slender body, then slipped my hand lower to caress the soft 
skin of his hip. | remembered occasionally fooling around like this with Ade, only without the lingerie, back in 
our Urchin days. We'd never done more than wank each other off, but at least | had a little bit of previous 


experience with a man. | took a deep breath and wrapped my hand around Jan's length. 


He gasped and moaned, his hips jerking as he thrust into my hand. "God, Davey." he breathed. | brushed my 


thumb over the head of his cock, smearing the moisture pooled at the tip and he gave a soft, needy whimper. 


The sound went straight to my own aching member, and | shifted my hips, the movement causing the delicate 
fabric of my knickers to slide over my cock and balls. Now | gave a soft and needy whimper, feeling the pre- 


cum dampening my knickers. "Jan.. please." | breathed, even as my hand continued to stroke his erection. 


He moaned again, his hand trembling as he reached out, his fingers meeting my thigh and trailing upwards to 
cup my knicker-covered erection. "Davey," he whispered. "Feels so good." He rubbed his hand slowly over my 
knickers, rubbing the delicate fabric over my throbbing cock. 


My breath caught; | hadn't been this hair-triggered since | was about seventeen, but | felt like | was in a 


perfect storm of sensation: | hadn't been with anyone since starting the tour, | was exploring a new kink in the 


form of the lingerie, and I'd finally admitted to myself that I'd become attracted to my old friend. "Jan." | 


moaned. "God, Jan... l'm so close..." 


"Yesss.." he hissed, his hand moving faster on me, even as he thrust his cock into my stroking fist. "Come for 


me... 


"Jan!" | moaned once again as my balls tightened and my cock throbbed. He traced over the spiderweb pattern 
of my knickers where they strained over the head of my cock and | erupted with a soft cry, spilling through 
the sheer fabric of my knickers onto his fingers. 


He climaxed a moment later, adding to the mess already covering my groin and stomach as he cried out softly. 
He pressed his face into my shoulder, so | worked my free arm under his neck and cradled him close, stroking 


his hair gently. 


As my breathing evened out, | could feel myself growing relaxed and even sleepy. | didn't want to wake up to 
my knickers stuck to my cock, though, so | nudged Jan lightly. "Hey... we should clean up before we pass out," | 


murmured. "l expect you'll want to get out of that corset before you go to sleep, too." 


He jumped a little when | nudged him but nodded. "Yeah... you'll want to wash out your knickers straightaway, so 
the fabric doesn't stiffen up and possibly tear." He rolled over so he could swing his legs over the side of the 


bed and stood up. He looked down at himself and commented, "I'll need to wash out my stockings, too." 


| rolled out of bed on the other side and smiled. | knew we'd need to talk about what happened sooner or later, 
but this just didn't feel like the right moment. "I'm glad you know what you're doing with these things," | told 
him. "Which reminds me, | still need to wash out your things that | tried on the other day." 


He grinned back at that. "Right... | wasn't expecting to give a laundry lesson tonight, but why not?" 


| grabbed the suspender belt and stockings that I'd tried on and hidden in my suitcase, making sure they didn't 
touch the stickiness on my stomach, and brought them over to the sink, setting them on the counter. "I think | 
might need to jump in the shower in order to get these off without risking tearing something," | commented, 
looking down at myself. The combined results of our orgasms had started to dry on me, and | could already 


feel the tug where my knickers were sticking to my skin. 
‘Its happened to me before," Jan admitted with a chuckle and a blush. 


"Well, good to know I'm not the only one," | said with a chuckle of my own. | started the shower running and 
hopped in, letting the water run over the stickiness on my stomach and rinse away the residue there. Once | 


felt clean again, | stepped out of the spray and pushed off the soaked knickers. 


Jan had removed his corset and fishnet stockings; he'd draped the corset over the back of one of the room's 
chairs and put the stockings on the counter. "I should probably jump in the shower again myself. Then I'll show 


you how to properly care for your lingerie." 


| wrapped a towel around my waist, picked up my knickers and nodded. "Sounds good," | told him. | dropped my 
sopping wet knickers into the sink so they wouldn't drip off the counter and onto the floor. When Jan shut off 
the shower and stepped out again, he wrapped a towel around himself as well and joined me by the sink. Under 
his tutelage, | washed out my knickers, then his suspender belt and stockings that I'd tried on, and he showed 
me something I'd never known about the hotel room - an extendable clothesline over the tub, where we hung 


up our things to dry overnight. 


Jan grinned at me when he showed me the clothesline. "lan showed me this, back when | played for him and 
first started my own interest in lingerie," he told me. "A lot of hotels have them, apparently, but most men 


never know they exist." We both chuckled at that. 


Back in the room, Jan gave a soft sigh and started to move towards his bed, a slightly lost or maybe sad 
expression on his face and | suspected he was probably missing Bruce. | felt a surge of irritation towards the 
man once again, for the shabby way in which he'd treated Jan since he'd left Maiden. | tossed the bag with the 
rest of my things onto a chair and reached out to grab his hand before he could get into his own bed. "Sleep 
in with me?" | asked awkwardly. "I, uh, | think we could both use the company." 


"Really?" Jan asked, looking surprised. 


| knew doing this might make things even more complicated than us fooling around together already had, and 
that we would need to talk about it soon. But right now, it was obvious to me that he needed some kind of 


closeness or comfort or something, and if my presence helped at all, | wanted to give it to him. "Yeah, really," | 


told him softly. "Come on" | climbed into bed and held up the duvet. 
He climbed in and | put my arm around him, stroking his hair as l'd done earlier. | could feel him shaking 
slightly as he turned to press his face into my shoulder once more and slid his own arm across my chest. 


"Thank you," he murmured, his voice muffled against me. 


Without thinking about it, | kissed his forehead. "Anytime, Jan," | murmured in return. "Anytime." 


Chapter 3 


danick's POV 


| woke up slowly, feeling gentle fingers stroking my hair and a solid shoulder under my cheek, not to mention a 
muscular, yet oddly smooth and slender chest under my arm. Memory came flooding back, perhaps more 
sharply because | hadn't been drunk enough to be hung over this morning. Admitting to Dave that | loved 
Bruce. Dave trying to make me feel better by distracting me with questions about my new purchases, then 
encouraging me to try on the red corset. Me coaxing him to try on one of his own purchases, thinking he was 
just shy about it because of it all being so new to him. Him admitting that he was hesitant because he was 


attracted to - and aroused by - me. 


At that point, I'd very possibly taken advantage of him. | knew he was at least four beers ahead of me and so 
it was likely easier to - convince him - into going along with what | wanted. And | wanted him. | hadn't been 
with a man since Bruce left. I'd felt so rejected, so unattractive since he vanished, and then suddenly Davey 
was telling me he found me attractive. | couldn't resist, especially once he'd put on the knickers he'd bought, 
and | asked him to touch me, offered to touch him, in any way he wanted. We ended up wanking each other off. 
Afterwards, after we cleaned up, he'd invited me to sleep in his bed. | had to admit, it felt good, having 


someone next to me. 
"Gmornin’," Dave mumbled, kissing my forehead. 


"Good morning," | answered, tensing up a little, not sure how he'd react when he woke up enough to realise 


what we'd done last night. 
"Relax, Jan," he said, stroking my hair once more. "I don't regret last night. | liked it" 


"l. you... really?" | asked. "l. l'm glad" | did relax a little then, soothed as much by his fingers in my hair as by 


his words. 


"Really," Dave reassured me. "In fact, |, erm, I'd enjoy dressing up with you again sometime," he added, sounding 


a little more hesitant. "If you'd want to, of course." 

"You would?" | really wasn’t expecting to hear that. Sure, l'd managed to talk him into putting those knickers on 
last night, but as reluctant as he'd been at first, | didn't think he'd want to even think about dressing up in 
front of me again. But | certainly wasn't against the ideal "Id like that a lot," | told him softly. "Last night was.. 
you made me feel.. attractive.. for the first time in a long time." 


"You are attractive, Jan," Dave said, almost fiercely. "You're one of the most beautiful people | know." 


| blushed at that. "I don't know about that, but thanks," | told him. 


"I do know," Dave's quiet voice murmured, his breath warm against my forehead. "Beautiful inside as well as 
outside. God, | can't even begin to imagine how difficult it must have been for you to come into Maiden when 
Ade left and everyone started taking the piss just cos you're not him. Yet you're way more patient with the 
fans that talk to you than ‘Arry ever is.’ 


| could feel the blush darkening on my face. "l. thank you.." | managed to choke out, my arm involuntarily 


tightening across his chest. 


Dave turned slightly and wrapped both arms around me, pulling me closer with a soft, soothing sound. "Shh.. 
I've got you, Jan," he murmured. "What's more, l'm here for you whenever you need me, yeah? | don't mean 
just for, erm, dressing up. | know I'm, erm, not, erm, not who you'd really like to be holding you, but if you 


want to be held, for any reason at all, my arms are always open" 


| just clung to Davey for a long moment, trying not to cry. I'd never felt so welcome and accepted before in 
my life. Sandra and | were fond of one another, but we'd simply been friends with benefits before she got 

pregnant, and we only married for the baby's sake. She knew my feelings lay elsewhere and only asked that | 
act the proper husband whenever | was home and be discreet when | wasn't. As for Bruce, I'd loved him for 
years. Even so, I'd never felt like | was a priority to him, and as much as it hurt to think about it, he never 


treated me like a priority. "Thanks," | mumbled against his shoulder. 


The room's phone rang just then. Dave just managed to reach it without letting go of me and dragged the 
receiver over to himself. "Yeah?" he said. "Yeah, okay. Thanks." He attempted to hang up the phone again but 


couldn't reach quite that far around me. 
| took the receiver from him and rolled far enough to hang it up properly. "Who was that?" | asked. 


"Our friendly neighbourhood tour manager," Dave joked. "He was letting us know we need to be in the van in 
two hours, so it's our choice if we want to sleep a bit more or have a proper breakfast before we hit the 


road." 


"Well, l'm not going to be able to go back to sleep quickly enough for it to be worth trying," | said. "Besides, we 
should make sure our things dried overnight so we can pack them properly. We'll have to wrap them in towels 


or something if they didn’t. But they're all lightweight enough that it shouldn't be a problem." 


Oh... | hadn't thought about how to pack my new things," Dave said. "I expect they shouldn't be crammed in 
with jeans and such, right? They could catch on something and tear. | should probably get a bag like yours, 
then?" 


If you want, yeah," | told him. "But if your suitcase has an inside pocket that isn't mesh and that zips up, you 


can use that easily enough." 


"My inside pocket is mesh, so | never use it for much," Dave said with a grin. "Can't put laundry in it - or the 


reverse, if I've more stuff in need of washing than I've got left clean - because the mesh won't keep the dirty 


stuff from stinking up the clean. | suppose | can leave my new things in the shopping bag and tuck that into 
the mesh pocket, at least until | get myself a bag like yours.” 


"That should work well enough for now, yeah," | agreed. "As comfortable as | am right now, though, | suppose 
we should get up and get some breakfast before we have to leave." 


"Yeah, | suppose," Dave said, sounding a little reluctant. "I'm comfortable too, but you're right, we do need to 


get up and deal with the day." He pulled me closer for a long moment and kissed my cheek softly before sitting 
up. 


My hand went to my cheek as | looked at Dave. "Hey.. thanks, Davey," | said softly. "For everything." 


"Anytime, Jan," he replied, just as softly. "I'm here for you, | promise.” | saw a flash of an expression | wasn't 
sure how to interpret cross his face, then he took a deep breath and grinned, nudging me gently. "Go on and 
take first turn in the loo so you can check if your suspender belt is dry. | think thats the heaviest of the 
things we washed last night, so if it's dry, everything else should be, right?" 


"Right," | agreed, sitting up and swinging my legs over the edge of the bed "I expect it'll all be dry, though." | 
stood up and made my way into the loo. Since we'd both showered the previous evening, plus rinsed off after 
our activities, | didn't need to shower again, and | didn't need to shave either, so | didn't take long with my 

ablutions. The lingerie draped over the retractable clothesline was dry, so | grabbed it all down before exiting 


agai n. 


Chapter 4 


Dave's POV 


| watched Jan as he stood up and stretched before heading into the loo, admiring his long legs and slender body 
before the door closed behind him. At that point, | rolled out of bed and got dressed in my usual clothes. Jan 
had mentioned that sometimes he wore some of his lingerie under his clothes, but | didn't think | was ready to 
try that just yet! | was kind of tempted to, but was worried that if | did, I'd spend half the day with an 
awkward hard-on and not be able to do anything about it. At my age, | didn't want to risk getting caught 
wanking in the toilet of the bus! 


I'd just finished tying my trainers when Jan came out carrying our things. "Everything dried out okay," he told 


me. 


"Okay, good," | said. | rubbed a hand over my cheek, deciding that | didn't need to shave, then stood up. "I'll be 


out in a minute," | said as | headed for the loo. 


Jan gave me a smile when | came back out. "I just tossed your knickers onto your bed," he said. "I didn't want 


to just shove them into your shopping bag, in case you had anything you didn't want me to see in there." 


| could feel my cheeks turning red as | said, "Thanks... but you're welcome to look at anything you want. | just.. 
grabbed stuff that seemed interesting. Anyway, you might see me in some of it eventually. If you want to, of 


course.” 
"Yeah, I'd like that,” Jan said, also blushing. 


| busied myself folding my purple knickers and tucking them into the shopping bag with all the other stuff I'd 
bought yesterday, then slipping that bag into the mesh pocket on the inside of my suitcase. "We need to stop 
blushing every time we look at each other," | said, striving to keep my tone light. 


Apparently | succeeded, as Jan laughed. "Yeah, we do," he agreed. "Arry's likely to be too busy trying to 
encourage Blaze, but we both know that if Nicko notices, he'll be wondering why at the top of his lungs." 


| laughed and nodded. "Yeah, that's our Nicko, the man don't know how to be quiet, even when he's asleep! He's 
a great bloke, but with that snoring, l'm just as happy to room with you all the time and let him have the one 


solo room, just so | don't have to wear earplugs to bed!" 


"Yeah, I'm with you on that one, mate," Jan chuckled. He zipped up his little black bag with his lingerie and 
tossed it into his suitcase. "What do you think, just take our bags down with us? Or will we have enough time 


to come back up before we're supposed to be out on the bus?" 


"We probably should take the bags down with us," | said after glancing at the clock "We might have time to 
come back up, but we'd be cutting it close. It'll be easier to just have our stuff with us and not have to run 
back upstairs." 


"Not like we don't get enough exercise onstage anyway," Jan joked, extending the handle on his suitcase and 


shouldering his camera bag. "Ready?" 


| put on my backpack with my golf magazines and other reading material in it, then extended the handle of my 
own suitcase. "Yeah, I'm ready." 


We left the room and took the lift down to the ground floor, making our way to the dining room and the 
breakfast buffet there. To my surprise and pleasure, this one offered a few hot foods as well as the usual 
continental breakfast selections. Jan grabbed my suitcase and said, "I'll find us a table, you go get your food 


first." 


| nodded and made my way to the buffet line, where | scooped some scrambled eggs onto my plate, along with 
several rashers and some breakfast potatoes. | added a lemon poppyseed muffin and an orange to my meal, 
then poured hot water over a teabag and carried the lot over to the table Jan found for us. "Don't let me go 


back for seconds," | joked as | set my food onto the table. "Especially not the bacon or the muffins." 


"If you insist," he said as he headed for the food. He made his selections, nearly the same as mine, only he got 
an orange-cranberry muffin and a banana, and returned to our table. "I'm impressed by the buffet," he 
commented as he sat across from me. "| expected the muffins and fruit, but only cold cereal and maybe 


bagels and cream cheese. A hot breakfast is a pleasant surprise." 


"Yeah, | agree," | told him, as soon as | finished the bite of bacon that I'd just put into my mouth. "| know we're 


on the bus after the show tonight, but do you remember if we're staying in Portugal over the 23rd or are we 


going to Granada as soon as we're done tomorrow night and staying there until after that show?" | asked him. 


"Driving overnight to Granada after the show," Jan said after swallowing a mouthful of tea. "Then we're going 
to drive straight to the airport and fly to Turin, so we'll have a full day there ahead of that show. Well, 


assuming everything works out the way its supposed to, of course. Why?" 


| shrugged a little. "Trying to figure out when Nicko and | might get in a round, among other things," | said. "I've 
lived in Hawaii long enough that the weather ‘round here feels comfortable to me, whilst England and other 
more northern countries seem chilly to me at this time of year." Lowering my voice, | added, "That, and | 


wondered when we'd next be in a hotel with enough time to, erm...” 
"To try on some of the other new things you bought?" Jan supplied for me. 
"Yeah," | admitted, Then | sipped my tea, hoping that the steam against my face would provide an excuse for 


the blush | could tell stained my cheeks as soon as I'd said that. "And hopefully we'll be rooming together for 
our next hotel night." 


"Well, we will be at least as far as Turin," Jan pointed out. "We were told it would be shared rooms for all of 
Spain and Portugal, and Rebecca's still with us, so obviously Nicko's not going to be sharing with any of us. 
Blaze and ‘Arry seem happy enough sharing, especially with ‘Arry trying to help him settle in better, so that 


leaves us." 


| smiled. "Well, that sounds good to me," | told him. "And honestly, | don't see the hotel situation changing for 
most of the tour. Management is looking to save money, what with both album sales and ticket sales down, 
Let's just hope it doesn't get worse - l'm too old to go back to sleeping in the back of a van, crammed in 
between our amps and the drums!" 


Jan laughed at that. "Yeah, I'm with you on that one! Hey, | know you're not really into photography, but would 
you maybe want to join me sometime when | wander off to take pictures? Assuming you're not out on a golf 


course with Nicko, | mean" 


"That sounds like fun, actually,” | said. To my surprise, | meant it. Sure, I'd rather golf if that was an option, 
but we weren't always close enough to a course for it to be one, and | liked the thought of spending more 
time with Janick. "Maybe you can even teach me a little bit about photography. And if you ever want a golf 
lesson, I'd be happy to teach you the basics." 


"What got you into golf in the first place?" Jan asked me, looking curious. 


| understood his curiosity. Golf isn't exactly an inexpensive hobby, and whilst all of us in Maiden came from 
working-class backgrounds, they all knew I'd grown up on the edge of outright poverty due to my father being 
disabled and unable to work. "Oh, God, it was back in the 80s, when Maiden first started seeing real success, 
my uncle joked that since I'd moved up enough in life to buy Mum a cottage, | ought to take up a properly 
upper-crust hobby. He bought me a lesson at a nearby driving range, and | decided | liked it and wanted to 
learn to play properly," | told him. "In retrospect, it is kind of funny that | got into golf due to a joke.” 


Jan chuckled at that, and the conversation continued on lighter subjects as we finished breakfast and then 
loaded our bags for the day's travel. 


Chapter 5 


danick's POV 


| couldn't help but watch Dave out of the corner of my eye as he settled in for the day's travel with his golf 
magazine, as | still found it difficult to believe that he really was okay with what happened last night. But he 
wasn't treating me any differently, well, aside from some blushing, and | could understand that part easily 
enough. We'd never really discussed anything about our sexualities before Davey caught me dressing up in 
Bucharest and even then, we didn’t exactly discuss anything in too much depth. And whilst | realised that it 
was something of an open secret that Bruce and | were sleeping together, | had no idea whether Dave had 


been with a man before, or even considered the idea. 


Well, after last night, | suspected he'd considered it and probably at least snogged a bloke at some point before. 
Sure, he'd been a little hesitant to touch me at first, but | think that was more the idea of taking our 
friendship from platonic to sexual. Once he got over that mental hurdle, he was quite enthusiastic! And 
honestly, it had taken me a minute to get past that one myself, despite having had a couple of fuck-buddies 
other than Bruce in the past. But since | had been involved with Bruce, it never would have occurred to me to 
consider taking up with anyone else within Maiden - not to mention, I'd had no idea that any of them would 


have considered taking up with me. 


But | hadn't heard from Bruce in over two years now, and Dave truly did seem interested in me, or at least 
interested in exploring cross-dressing with me. | knew we'd have to talk soon, though. | assumed he wouldn't 
want the rest of the band to find out we'd fooled around together, which would be very understandable. | knew 
Bruce had a reputation for sleeping with everyone and anyone, but although Dave hadn't exactly been a monk 
whilst on the road, he was always discreet about his adventures. He had his wife and daughter to consider as 


well, and | had no idea how their relationship worked. 
As | discreetly looked at Dave, he glanced up from his magazine and gave me a warm smile. 
"Was there a particular pub you wanted to visit tonight?" he asked. 


| couldn't help but smile back. "Assuming it's still there, | remember a sweet little Irish pub not far from the 
venue. | know we've only got three hours between when the show ends and we have to be back on the bus for 


the road trip, but it's maybe a five-minute walk from the venue, so that shouldn't be an issue." 


"I'm looking forward to it," Dave said. "And | hope none of the rest of them join us there. Well, | doubt Nicko 
and Rebecca will, but.. you know that if ‘Arry and Blaze show up at the same place we're at, ‘Arry will expect 
us to keep them company and do what we can to reassure Blaze that he's doing well and all. And it isn't even 


that I'm not willing to try to help Blaze, it's just..." 


‘It's just that when ‘Arry's there, you rather feel as though you're being told to do it, rather than doing it on 


your own, right?" | supplied. | felt the same way a few times, to be honest. Sure, Dave and | were both the 


sort of people who would try to bolster a mate's spirits, but there's a difference between wanting to cheer 


someone up and feeling obligated to cheer someone up. 


"Yeah, exactly," Dave agreed, looking relieved at my answer. "Let's hope we can go and relax tonight, before 


getting on the bus." 
"Yeah," | agreed. 


Dave shot me another smile before returning to his magazine. | watched him out of the corner of my eye, 
admitting to myself that I'd always thought him attractive, even if I'd never considered doing anything about it 
before last night. Then again, before last night, | never would have considered that Dave might find me 


attractive, either. 


Of course, this line of thought made me consider something else: | wanted to spend more time with Dave, and 
not just dressing up either. | hadn't thought about it when I'd blurted out that invitation to him to come ‘round 
with me when | went on my next photography excursion, but | realised | meant it when | told him | enjoyed his 
company. | mean, sure, we'd been drinking buddies even before | joined Maiden and best mates ever since, but 
something felt different since this tour started and | couldn't put my finger on why. Well, Bucharest had 
changed our dynamic a little, and certainly last night and even the night before had also shifted things. It still 
seemed a little different in general, though. 


But thinking about it, maybe it had to do with Blaze. He's a nice bloke and all, don't get me wrong, but he's new 
and was nervous even before the tour started, so ‘Arry's been really focused on keeping his spirits up to the 
point that it's almost felt as if he's not wanting to hang out with any of the rest of us anymore. | never had 
much in common with Nicko, he's a great bloke and all, but aside from the whole band drinking together after 
a show, he just wasn't someone | ever spent much time with. So, | could see where I'd start feeling that much 


closer to Davey, just from ‘Arry being less available in some ways. 


Deciding that | was only going to cause myself needless stress if | kept trying to analyse every interaction I'd 
had with everyone in the band all tour, | pulled out the book on Moorish architecture that | was currently in 


the middle of, and settled back in my seat to read. 


We made it to the venue in good time and the show was one of Blaze's better performances of the tour thus 
far. | noticed him rubbing his throat afterward, though, and his voice was hoarse when he declared that he 
was going to go right to the bus and have some tea and try to sleep. ‘Arry, as had become his habit, 
promptly volunteered to accompany him. Meanwhile Nicko was off escorting Rebecca to her hotel, as we'd be 


on the bus overnight and she would head home in the morning. 
"Looks like just us hitting the pub," | said to Davey as Nicko and Rebecca headed off to her hotel. 


"Good," Dave said. "We probably ought to talk a bit anyway, yeah? Don't wanna leave it too long and start 
getting awkward about it. Well, more awkward than it'll probably be, anyway." 


| had to chuckle at that. "Yeah," | agreed. "Come on, it's down this way." | led the way to the little Irish pub |'d 
remembered from a previous visit to Madrid, and we made our way inside. One reason | liked this pub was 
that the interior was set up in such a way to make it nearly impossible to hear normal volume conversations 


from one snug to the next, so it was a good place to have a private talk. 

We decided on our drinks and ordered a basket of chips to split as well, in silent agreement that neither of us 
should be drinking on empty stomachs considering our planned topic of conversation. Davey grabbed us a snug 
whilst | waited for our pints and chips to come up. Once they did, | carried them over and sat down, pushing 
Davey's pint over to him. 


"Thanks, mate," he said, taking a sip and then grabbing a few chips. 


"Anytime," | said with a smile, grabbing a few chips for myself. "So, erm.." | tried to think how to start the 
conversation, but my mind had suddenly gone blank. 


"Right," Dave said, taking a drink. "| spose | might as well start by saying that you've nothing to worry about, 
if you're thinking you seduced me whilst | was drunk or something like that. | was a very willing participant last 
night." 

"Thanks, Davey," | said softly. | did appreciate the reassurance, after all. "I'm glad of that." 


"| also wasn't taking the piss when | said I'd like to dress up with you again," Dave told me. "I know, I've said this 


before, but l'm sure its worth saying again when you know I'm not still pissed or hung over. 


| had to chuckle at that. "I think you know me far too well, Davey," | said ruefully. "How did you know | was 
starting to worry about exactly that?" 


He shrugged a little. "Well, you just seem to, erm, be a little bit harder on yourself than on everyone else, if 
that makes sense. You're quick to blame yourself for things that aren't your fault at all." 


"Do I?" | asked, honestly surprised by Dave's words. 


Chapter 6 


Dave's POV 


When Janick looked at me with such surprise in his eyes, | had a sudden flash of insight as to why he was 
always so quick to take blame, and | had to hide my renewed resentment towards Bruce. | remembered how he 
always prioritised his own wants and needs, and how he would subtly guilt-trip Jan into backing down any time 
he expressed a desire that contradicted his own. | reached across the table and covered his hand with mine, 
loosely enough that he could pull away easily if he wanted to. "Yeah, you really do sometimes," | said softly. 
"Mind, | think its coming from the right place - you're the sort to put others ahead of yourself and that's 
not a bad thing. But sometimes | think you take on more than your share, yeah?" 


"Huh," Jan said thoughtfully. "I never realised.. but | guess maybe | have done that sometimes, haven't |?" 


| smiled. "Yeah, but like | said, you're doing it because you care, so it's not entirely a bad thing. | do have a 
question for you, though.. are you good with the thought of dressing up with me again? | mean, do you want 


to do it because you want to, not because | want to?" 


"Yeah," he answered. "| do want to. This, erm, isn't something I'd have admitted before, for any number of 


reasons, but I've always thought you were attractive, and | mean from way back when | played with Gillan and 


first met you blokes in Maiden" Jan blushed a bit as he said that. 


"Really?" | also blushed. "Well, thanks for the compliment! And l'm glad to know this is something that you want 
too." Now | curled my fingers around his and smiled. "| know | said it last night, but for the record now that 


I'm sober, | think you're amazingly attractive, too." 


"Thanks," Jan said softly. "l, erm, | suppose you'll want to keep this.. whatever it is.. quiet? Not tell the rest of 


the band, | mean" 


| titted my head, considering that for a moment. "Well.. I'd like to stay discreet for Tamar's sake, but it's not 
like the rest of the blokes are going to run to the tabloids, so | don't care if they know or not. It's not like 
they'd care anyway - they've all had their little adventures too, after all” 


Jan chuckled at that. "True enough," he agreed. After a moment he asked, "Do you and Tamar have an actual 
agreement about such things, or is it just the silent understanding that she'll not complain as long as you're 


not blatant?" 


“Something in the middle," | said thoughtfully. "I don't know if you're aware, but we married as quickly as we did 
because we had a sprog coming, only she lost that one just a few weeks after we married. But we did get on 
well, and she's from money so | knew she wasn't a gold-digger trying to latch onto a rock star to gain the 
lifestyle, you know? So we stayed married, and all she's ever said was for me not to embarrass her by getting 
in the tabloids with other people. But at the same time, we never really sat down and discussed it either." 


"Sandra and | got married for the same reason," Jan said quietly. "She and |, we were never anything but 
friends with benefits, and she's always known where my feelings lay. We did discuss it, back when she first 
learned she was up the duff - she agreed to marry me, asking that | behave as a proper husband should 
when I'm with her, and that I'm discreet when I'm not with her. It's why she never comes on the road, even 
since Bruce left." 


"That makes sense," | said. "I'd wondered sometimes, why Sandra never joined us on the road, but | figured that 
was between you and her so | wouldn't have asked. Anyway, it's not like Tamar ever joined us all that often 
either - said she hated the constant travel and the rules of the bus and all that. But I've certainly got no 
problem with staying discreet. No worries that I'll drag you off to a broom cupboard as we come offstage or 


anything like that, even if I'm tempted," | added with a grin. 


Jan laughed. "Oh, but | might drag you off to a broom cupboard sometime," he said with a grin of his own. 
"Remember | told you that sometimes | wear my things under my stage clothes? If! do, l'm likely to come 


offstage feeling especially, erm...” 


"Especially horny?" | laughed. "Well, just warn me before the show if you're wearing your things under your 
stage clothes, so that I'll not yelp or anything when you grab me to drag me off" | shifted in my seat, feeling 
a faint tingle of arousal at the idea, and | couldn't help but wonder which of his pretty things he liked to wear 
underneath his clothing. 


"Do you think you'd ever wear anything of yours under your clothes?" Jan asked, sounding genuinely curious. 


| blushed. "Well.. maybe sometime.. when I've got used to it enough that | don't immediately get a hard-on just 
by putting it on," | admitted. 


He laughed again. "Yeah, | remember how it was when | first got into it! Mind if | ask one more uncomfortable 


question before we change the topic to something more mundane?" 
"Go ahead," | told him. "I've survived this long, one more uncomfortable question won't kill me." 


Janick grinned at my response, then grew serious once again. "Had you ever, erm, done anything with a man 
before last night? You don't have to tell me who, if you did, but... if we're going to make the switch from just 
friends to friends with benefits, I'd prefer not to, you know, make any assumptions when it comes to your, 
erm, experience level. | mean, | hope you'd know I'd never push for anything you're not comfortable with, but 
there are some, erm, some activities that can get really awkward, really quickly if one of the participants 
assumes the other has more experience than they do." 


| could feel my cheeks flaming. "Sometimes Ade and | fooled around like we did last night, way back in our 
Urchin days," | admitted. "But that's as far as we ever got, just wanking each other off, and it really didn't 
happen all that frequently. We stopped after he joined Maiden, as we had Paul singing back then and he was 
pretty vocal in his hatred of poofs. We figured that if he ever caught us at it, he'd beat us up at best, 


maybe even break our fingers, you know? So we just.. stopped" | paused, then added softly, "I'm pretty sure | 


was more into it than Ade was anyway. Once or twice | suggested trying more, but he never wanted to." 

Jan squeezed my hand, which | just now realised was still holding his, and gave me a sympathetic smile. "Yeah, | 
understand how that goes sometimes. And | assume you kept your attention on the birds, as far as groupies 
went, so there'd be no chance of some bloke running to the tabloids after being with you, yeah?" 


"Got it in one," | confirmed. 


"Well, if you decide you want to try any of those things you didn't get the chance to try years ago, just let 


me know, Davey," Jan said softly. 


"I just might do that," | said, smiling and squeezing his hand in return. "But not tonight, especially since we have 


to be back at the bus in about an hour. 


Jan laughed and said, "True, but I'm glad we're out here together. It almost feels like a date, and it's been 


forever since | was on a date. Blimey, we're even holding hands!" 

‘| like the thought of being on a date with you," | said with a smile. Then | lifted my glass. "To the future?" 
"To the future," Jan agreed, picking up his glass and lightly clinking it against mine, then we both drank 

The conversation turned to football as we ate our chips and enjoyed our beer, and we had a couple more 
rounds before it got late enough that we had to head back to board the bus. Halfway back, though, | paused 
and tugged Jan into a recessed doorway. "Jan?" | asked softly. 

"Yes, Davey?" he asked in return, 

"I really enjoyed myself tonight," | said. Then | took a deep breath. "Mind if | kiss you?" 


"Sure, if you want to," Jan said. 


| paused and lifted a hand to caress his cheek lightly as | looked at him. "But what do you want?" | asked 


quietly. "You get a choice as well, you know." 

He looked at me for a long moment and nodded. "Kiss me?" he requested. 

"I'd love to," | murmured, then leaned in and kissed him gently. Knowing we had to get on the bus, | kept it 
gentle even as | tried to express how happy it made me, that he wanted to have some kind of relationship with 


me. | pulled back with a smile. "Thanks, Jan," | said softly. 


Jan looked at me with a soft smile of his own. "Thank you, Davey," he said By unspoken consent, we let go of 


each other and headed back to the bus. 


Chapter 1 


danick's POV 


| boarded the bus right behind Dave and squinted against the bright light in the front section, where ‘Arry had 


some paperwork spread out on one of the tables. 
"Blaze is sleeping, | hope, so keep it down when you head back there, yeah?" ‘Arry said. 


"Will do," | said. "Davey, you want to get ready first, or shall 1?" My bunk was directly above his, so it was 


easier for us to take turns changing so we'd not keep bumping into one another. 


"You go ahead," Dave told me, grinning as he added, "That way if the bus lurches whilst you're climbing up to 
your bunk, you'll not risk kicking me." 


| laughed, since that actually had happened once. "Right then, give me five minutes, then I'll be out of your 


way. 
“All right," Dave said. 


He dropped into the nearest seat to wait his turn to change, and | headed into the bunk area. Popping into the 
loo, | brushed my teeth quickly, then changed into the t-shirt and lightweight sweats | preferred to sleep in 
and scrambled up the ladder to my bunk. Dave came in as | was pulling my curtain and | gave him a smile. 


"Good night, Davey," | said softly. 
"Good night, Jan," he replied before he ducked into the loo. 


| turned off my light and settled myself comfortably, hearing the soft rustling of Dave changing and sliding 
into his own bunk below me. Closing my eyes, | let myself relax with the familiar motion of the bus, but sleep 
eluded me as the events of the last couple of days played out in my mind. 


| heard Nicko coming in and clambering up to his bunk, then ‘Arry came in and grumbled something to himself 
as Nicko started to snore. | rolled to my side with a sigh as the bunk section went dark, the quiet broken only 


by Nicko's snoring. Then my curtain moved. 
"Jan?" Davey's voice whispered in the darkness. "Are you okay? | could hear you tossing and turning." 
| reached out carefully, feeling his shoulder and trailing my fingertips up to caress his cheek, the stress or 


tension or whatever it was that had been keeping me awake suddenly draining away. "Yeah, | think | am," | 


whispered back. "Sorry if | kept you awake." 


He slid his hand along my arm and up to lightly stroke my cheek | could hear the smile in his voice as he said, 
"Nah, | was having trouble sleeping as well. But | think | can relax now. G'night, Jan" 


"Night, Davey," | said, pulling my hand back He withdrew his hand and closed my curtain again, and | could hear 
him sliding back into his bunk. Feeling warm and sleepy now, | settled back down and drifted into slumber. 


We pulled into the venue in Cascais, Portugal, knowing that this was going to be a short stop - in, do the show, 
leave again. But Blaze and ‘Arry had an interview scheduled ahead of the show, so the rest of us had a couple 
of hours to spare. Nicko decided to stay on the bus and read as two hours wasn't enough time to play a round 
of golf, but | planned to go out and take some pictures, figuring that if | set the alarm on my watch for a 
little less than an hour, I'd have enough time to get back and get ready for the show. 


| passed Dave coming from the loo as | was on my way there. "lm heading out to take some pictures, wanna 


come along?" | asked him. 
He flashed me a quick smile. "I'd love to," he said. "Meet you up front?" 


"Yeah, I'll be there in a minute," | told him. | took care of business and tucked my hair under a knit beanie, then 


grabbed my camera and headed up front as | set my watch alarm. 


Dave, with his hair tucked under a golf cap, followed me off the bus and then fell in beside me as | headed off 


towards the centre of town. "Are we going anywhere in particular?" he asked. 


"No, | just like to get away for a bit and take pictures of whatever catches my eye, you know?" | said. "Just 
for the chance to get away from everything and be a normal bloke for a bit. Sometimes | go for the typical 
tourist pictures and sights, but sometimes it's just nice to wander for a bit and take random pictures of 


buildings or whatever." 


"Do you look for anything in particular?" Dave wanted to know. "| mean, how do you decide what to take 


pictures of?" 

| smiled. "Well, that depends,” | said. "You know | got that Humanities degree, and one of the classes had to do 
with the history of architecture and how building changed over the centuries and stuff like that, so sometimes 
| like to go look for specific historical architectural structures. Like the Moorish influence on everything 
including the pub we hit a few days ago, remember?" 


"Yeah," Dave said with a nod. "So are you looking for anything special around here?" 


"No, just taking pictures of anything that might catch my eye," | told him. | spotted a town square with a 
fountain in the middle and grinned. "Go sit on the rim of that fountain, Davey." 


"Why?" Dave peered at me suspiciously. 


"| told you, | take pictures of whatever catches my eye," | said. "So, | want a picture of you together with that 
fountain. 


Dave blushed. "Jan!" he protested. 
"Go on, please?" | asked. 
"Well... okay, if you're sure," he said, moving over to the fountain and sitting on the rim as | asked. 


| peered through the camera and made a couple of adjustments before snapping a couple of pictures. "All done, 
thanks for modelling for me," | joked 


"Git," he said with a grin, flipping two fingers at me. "What's next?" 
"Pick a direction," | told him. "We'll see from there." 
"Seriously?" Dave asked. "Okay... that way," he pointed in a random direction 


We strolled down the road he indicated, and | ended up taking pictures of some Art Nouveau-looking buildings 
before we had to turn back to make sure we were at the venue on time. Unfortunately, it wasn't one of 
Blaze's better shows; after straining his voice last night, he had trouble hitting the high notes tonight and 


headed straight for the bus, looking morose, as soon as he showered after the show. 


‘Arry sighed and hurried out after him, leaving Nicko, Dave, and | to finish showering and dressing. By unspoken 
consent, we took our time, giving ‘Arry a chance to talk to Blaze alone. Nicko headed out first, figuring that 
since he tended to be boisterous, they'd hear him coming and tell him to stay out for a bit if they were stil 


having a private conversation 

As it turned out, ‘Arry sat alone in the front section of the bus, toying with a beer. ".straight to his bunk," | 
heard him saying to Nicko as | boarded the bus with Dave right behind me. "Said he wanted to be left alone, so 
| guess I'll try talking to him again tomorrow. Glad we've got the night off, though, that alone ought to do him 


some good." 


"Yeah," Nicko agreed. He rummaged in the refrigerator for a beer of his own and flopped into a seat. "Davey, 


we golfing tomorrow?" 
"Dunno, mate, did you get us a tee time?" Dave asked with a grin. "It was your turn to set it up." 
"Oh, ‘kin hell," Nicko grumbled. "Well, it's a weekday and hopefully I'll still manage to get us a tee time." 


"Well, just let me know," Dave said. "We both know you're the one more likely to sleep in and want a later time 


anyway." 


Nicko cheerfully flipped him off. "Wanker," he laughed. "I admit nothing!” 

| pulled out a couple of beers and passed one over to Dave as the bus pulled out. "Well, I'm looking forward to 
the night off myself," | commented. "It's always nice to explore a town when | don't have to worry about being 
back by a certain time." | flipped on the telly and popped a random tape into the VCR, which proved to be 
Monty Python's Life Of Brian. Dave and | settled into seats as well and we all enjoyed the film. 


"We'll probably all want to get to sleep relatively soon," Dave said when the film ended. "You know as well as | 
do, Nick, that you'll have a better chance of getting us a tee time if you call first thing in the morning." 


"True," Nicko said as he and ‘Arry headed into the bunk section to get ready for bed. 
"Want me to get ready first?" | asked Dave. 
"Probably a good idea," Dave said. "Night, Jan" 


| hesitated for a moment, glancing back towards the bunks, then stepped closer to Dave and gave him a gentle 
kiss. "Night, Davey," | said before slipping into the bunk section. 


Chapter 8 


Dave's POV 


| stood there after Jan kissed me, staring after him with wide eyes as he vanished into the bunks. He took me 
by surprise, but definitely a good surprise! From everything I'd observed between him and Bruce during the 
time they were both in Maiden, Janick had gotten way too used to deferring to Bruce, to the point where he'd 
pretty much stopped having opinions of his own. And on half of the rare occasions that Jan did express a 
differing opinion, Bruce would scoff at him or even give him the silent treatment until Jan backed down and 


deferred to him once more. 


So | loved it that Jan wasn't waiting for me to.. to direct his actions, lead him in the direction | wanted him to 
go, something like that anyway. | hoped he'd kissed me because he wanted to, and not because he thought | 
wanted him to. | mean, | did, but | wouldn't push for it either. 


| still wasn't sure what was happening between me and Jan, but whatever it was, | wanted him to be my equal, 
not my lapdog. | wanted him to tell me what he wanted, instead of him trying to fulfill all of my desires. Most 
of all, | wanted to see him happy. 


Of course, that thought led me to anticipate being in a hotel tomorrow night, with the chance to dress up 
again My mind turned to the shopping bag tucked into my suitcase, and the silky and lacy garments within. | 
wondered what Jan might like to see me in - if the things I'd picked out would look good on me. I'd grabbed 
things | thought would feel good against my skin, but | didn't consider colours and styles at all, since | was so 


new to the idea of wearing lingerie in general. 


But for now, | forced my mind away from my new things, as | needed to sleep. | rolled to my back and smiled 
softly at the ceiling of my bunk, knowing that Jan was sleeping just above me. "Sweet dreams, Jan," | whispered 
to myself before closing my eyes and letting myself relax. 


We pulled into the outskirts of Granada mid-morning, and Nicko, looking like a zombie, stood next to the coffee 
maker waiting for it to finish brewing. He peered at me with bleary eyes and mumbled something about trying 
to wake up enough to get us a tee time somewhere. | patted him on the shoulder as | dropped a teabag into a 


cup and poured in hot water from the kettle. 


Jan emerged from the bunks with his camera over his shoulder, looking quite chipper, and fixed himself a cup 


of tea as well. "Morning, Davey, Nicko," he said. 


"Morn," Nicko mumbled, squinting at Jan. The coffee maker gurgled and he poured himself a mug and chugged 


it, then poured a second and sat down with it, looking marginally more alert. 


"Morning, Jan," | said with a smile. "| see you're ready to go exploring as soon as we're checked into our hotel, 


if not before." 


"Before, if Rod lets me get away with it," Jan laughed. "But he probably won't. Have you two got your golf 


game scheduled or are you still waiting for Nicko to wake up?" 


"Waiting for Nicko," | said, then laughed when Nicko flipped two fingers at Jan. "| guess he's starting to wake up, 
if he's gotten coordinated enough to flip you off." 


Nicko blew a raspberry as he flipped me off as well. "Everyone's a bloody comedian these days," he grumbled, 
but | could see him smiling behind his coffee cup. 


‘Love you too, Nicko," | joked, blowing kisses at him for good measure, and laughing when he rolled his eyes and 


flipped me off again. 


‘lm really looking forward to exploring today," Jan said as he sipped his tea. "There's so much history here, 
especially from the Umayyad conquest and the establishment of al-Andalus." He broke off, blushing a little. 


‘Sorry, | get carried away sometimes." 


| shook my head. "No need to apologise, history interests you," | told him. "And whilst | admit l'm not at all 
familiar with Granada's history, I'd be interested in hearing more about it. Especially now I've got old enough to 
regret leaving school as young as | did," | added with a grin. "Mind, back then | was quite pleased to leave, but 


I've learnt to appreciate education since then" 


Jan grinned at that. "Yeah, | think most of us appreciate education much more once we've been out of school 
for a few years," he admitted cheerfully. "Even | didn't go right to uni, | only went back after that shite that 
happened with Gogmagog. At that point, I'd decided that | obviously wasn't meant to make it as a musician, but 
as | still didn't know what | wanted to be when | grew up, | went with the humanities degree as being the most 
versatile. Of course, then | got the call to come and audition for you lot and never ended up actually using the 


degree." 


"Well, maybe I'll hire you as a tutor," | laughed. "I don't know that I'd be comfortable trying to qualify for uni 


at my age, but I've got to where | enjoy learning new things.’ 


Jan grinned. "I'm always happy to teach, too," he said, giving me a wink as Nicko turned away from us to pour 


himself more coffee. 


| managed not to blush, but it was a near thing. "Well, I'll not keep you from your exploring today, but maybe 
you can tell me something of Granada's history later tonight," | said. 


"Sounds like fun," Jan said, smiling. 
The bus pulled in at the hotel we'd be staying at, just late enough for early check-in. Nicko talked to the 


person at the front desk, made a phone call, and got us a tee time for 15:00. Jan and | brought our bags up to 
the room we'd be sharing, then he headed out on his sightseeing walk 


Since | had a couple of hours to spare, | decided to take the opportunity to look through my bag of lingerie. | 
was reasonably sure Jan and | would be dressing up tonight, and | wanted to pick something | thought he'd like 
seeing me in. I'd mostly bought different types of lace or satin knickers, but | also grabbed a white satin and 
lace suspender belt and matching lace-topped stockings, and a black halter teddy that was lace on the bottom 
half, with soft, sheer fabric rising from the waist and gathered into silky ribbons that would tie at the back of 


my neck. 


| still hadn't decided what to wear later tonight when Nicko knocked on my door to see if | was ready to head 
out to the golf course, so | quickly put everything back in the shopping bag and shut the bag into my suitcase. 
Nicko and | had a good round and since | beat his score by one stroke, | bought him a round at the clubhouse 


before we made our way back to the hotel. 


Jan wasn't back yet, so | hopped in the shower, needing it after hiking around the course with Nicko. Still alone 
in the room when | finished drying my hair, | went into my suitcase for clothes to wear to dinner and most 
likely to a pub after. | looked at the shopping bag and hesitated, but resolutely pushed it aside. As tempting as 
the idea was, | didn't quite dare wear anything under my clothes yet. At least not when I'd be out with the 
whole band. 


And then | reached into the bag anyway. | might regret this later, but | really wanted to surprise Jan by 
wearing something pretty for him. | put on a pair of pale blue satin and white lace knickers, then my stockings 
and suspender belt, then pulled on my loosest pair of jeans and a random t-shirt before shoving my feet into 
my trainers. Then | turned on the telly and flipped the charnels until | found a football game, trying to focus 
on that rather than on how my lingerie felt. 


About half an hour later, Jan strode in, looking windblown but relaxed and | couldn't help but smile. "Have a 


good outing, then, Janick?" 


"Yeah, | did," he said. "Got quite a few good pictures and saw some brilliant architecture. | should clean up 
before we meet up with the others for dinner, though, don't want to offend anyone by stinking, after all." 


| laughed. "You, offend anyone, Jan? Never happen! But go on and shower if you want. | can wait downstairs if 


you want your privacy for a bit." 
"IFs fine if you'd rather stay here," Jan said with a grin. "You look comfortable, after all." 


"True enough," | said. "All right, well, you have your shower, and we'll head down together once you're done. I'm 


sure ‘Arry's got somewhere or other in mind for us to eat at 


| hope so, I'm getting hungry after hiking about all day," Jan said before he disappeared into the loo with his 


suitcase. "I'll be as quick as | can" 


| settled back to wait, trying desperately to keep my mind on the match showing on the telly, instead of on 


Janick in the shower. 


Chapter 9 


danick's POV 

| hurried through my shower and dried my hair, then opened my suitcase. Usually I'd get dressed out in the 
room, but | wanted to surprise Davey later tonight by wearing some of my things under my clothes. | had no 
idea what he'd like, so | picked out my favourite crimson satin knickers and suspender belt set with black lace 
trim, adding black stockings with crimson details in their lace tops. Slipping my jeans on over my scanties, | took 


a deep breath, then pulled on a t-shirt and shoved my feet into my trainers. 


Davey looked up with a smile when | came out and stowed my suitcase out of the way. "Ready to go?" he 


asked. 

"Yeah, and | hope the rest of the blokes are ready, too," | said with a grin. "I'm hungry!" 

"Me too," Dave said, flicking the remote to turn off the telly and standing up. 

We headed for the lifts and found ‘Arry and Nicko in the lobby. "Where's Blaze, ‘Arry?" | asked. 


‘Arry sighed. "Says his throats still bothering him, so he's holed up in our room with tea and chicken soup," he 
said. "Asked me to go out with you lot and let him alone for a bit." 


"Well, | spotted a likely-looking Irish pub whilst out and about earlier today," | told them. "It's walking distance 
from here, too, perhaps five minutes away. Better yet, it's not on one of the main roads, so we're less likely to 
find ourselves in a horde of tourists." 

Nicko laughed. "Swear to God, Jan, your talent for finding good pubs is even better than your guitar playing!" 


"What can | say, l'm skilled," | joked, grinning. "Are we eating here, the pub, or somewhere else?" 


"The pub's probably the best bet for getting something recognisable," ‘Arry said. "Dunno about you lot, but l'm 


tired of paella or chorizo dishes, and I'd love some proper fish and chips." 

"l'm up for anything, so the pub sounds fine to me," Dave said, as Nicko nodded, 

"Lead the way, Jan, you're the one who knows where the pub is," ‘Arry said with a smile. 

| guided everyone to the little Irish pub I'd found, where we all ordered fish and chips along with our preferred 
beers. We kept up a light conversation as we ate and then enjoyed a couple more rounds. ‘Arry seemed a bit 


distracted, but then Nicko jumped in with funny stories of his golf outing with Dave, swearing up and down 
that the only reason he lost was that Dave let one rip quite loudly whilst he was putting. 


"That wasn't me," Dave protested, laughing. "That was you and you know it! You just don't wanna admit you 
fucked yourself up with your own noise, you wanker!" 


"| admit nothing," Nicko declared, laughing despite his red face. 

"Could be worse, mate, at least you didn't shart yourself like you did on that outing with Marty a couple years 
back," Dave said, pulling off an amazingly innocent expression. "Aren't there a pair of your pants buried 
somewhere on the fairway of the fourteenth hole at Wentworth?" 


Nicko just crossed his arms and pouted. "As the Yanks say, I'll plead the bloody Fifth!" 


‘Arry, Dave, and | all snickered at that, then ‘Arry looked at us. "I was thinking of making it an early night, 
what about you blokes?" 


"Yeah, | was thinking about an early night myself," Dave said. | saw him flick his eyes in my direction, then he 
quickly picked up his mug and drained it. 


"Early sounds good to me as well," | said | was looking forward to getting back and surprising Dave with what | 
had on, after all, and it looked like Dave was also looking forward to whatever might happen between us once 


we were alone. 


"Well, l'm hardly gonna stay out alone then, am |?" Nicko said. He drained his mug, then we all pooled our cash 


to cover our bill and headed back to the hotel. 


| noticed Dave lagging a little behind ‘Arry and Nicko, so | dropped back and asked in an undertone, "Are you 
okay?" 


"Yeah," he said with a smile and a blush. "Just, erm, anticipating us getting back to the room." 

‘Oh, | see," | said with a smile of my own. "Well, good, so am |." 

We got back to the hotel and said our goodnights to ‘Arry and Nicko, then headed to our room. Once inside, 
Dave flipped the security lock and looked at me with an expression of nervous desire on his face. "l'm actually 
surprised | did win the golf game today," he said. "I kept getting distracted, thinking about what | hoped would 


happen tonight." 


My cock twitched in my knickers at Dave's words. "Did you?" | murmured. "And just what did you hope would 
happen?" 


Blushing, Dave smiled. "I hoped I'd get to see you in something pretty," he said softly. "| hoped you'd let me 
make you happy again, too." 


"Yeah?" | asked, a little breathlessly. "And do | get to see you in something pretty as well, and make you happy 


again?" 


"Yeah," Dave said, his breath catching a little. "In fact, | have a surprise for you.” He leaned in and kissed me 
gently, then stepped back and pulled off his shirt, then quickly shoved his jeans down while kicking off his 


trainers. 


"Bloody hell, Dave," | breathed. "You look amazing." | never expected that he'd wear any of his things under his 
clothes just yet, but there he was, all in pale blue and white satin and white lace, knickers, suspender belt, and 
stockings. In fact, it made him look like the angel to my devil, given what | had on under my clothing. I'd been 
half-hard all evening, just from wearing my things, and the sight of him in his brought me to full arousal 
almost instantly. "And | have a surprise for you, too," | told him. 


His eyes grew wide as | revealed the crimson satin and black lace knickers and suspender belt paired with black 
stockings hidden beneath my own clothes, and | could see his cock surging to life in his knickers. "Jan," he said, 
"You're the one who looks amazing." 


| reached out and pulled him into my arms. "You feel amazing, too," | murmured. "And you look like an angel in 


all that white." 
"Or a virgin sacrifice," Dave chuckled, blushing again. "I'd lay myself on your altar in a heartbeat." 


"l. you.. are you saying what | think you are?" | stammered out. Bruce had always refused to even entertain 
the idea of letting me top him, and I'd been too unsure of myself to even ask to try topping when I'd been with 
lan. Sandra was against doing anal altogether, which | respected, and of course that's not something l'd do in 


either direction on the occasions that | indulged with a groupie. 


"Yeah, | am," Dave said softly. "| mean, maybe tonight's not the best timing since we got a show tomorrow - | 
heard it leaves you sore and even limping after when you're not used to it, which might be bad right ahead of 
a show. But | do want to give myself to you sometime soon" He reached up to tuck an errant lock of hair 


behind my ear, then gently stroked his fingers down my neck and over my chest. 


Moaning, | slid my hands down to his arse, appreciating the feeling of the satin and lace in contrast with his 
heated flesh. Our satin-covered cocks rubbed together, so | slowly gyrated my hips to increase the sensation 


"What would you like to do tonight, then?" | asked. 


"| want to make you feel good," Dave murmured. "Just tell me if | do anything wrong, yeah?" He nudged me 
towards the closer bed and down onto it. Then he slid up between my legs, pressing kisses to my stocking-clad 
thighs and tracing the lace pattern at the top of them. 


| shivered lightly as | watched his hands caressing me, feeling his silky hair spilling over my thighs. | reached 
out to run my fingers through his hair and he looked up with a smile. "Feels good," | said softly, smiling back 


"Good," he whispered, his breath hot against my skin above my stockings. Nuzzling at the erection swelling my 
knickers, he purred softly and slipped his hands up to gently free me from the confines of the satin and lace. 
"Beautiful," he breathed, then he leaned down and tentatively licked my cock from the base to the tip. 


"Oh God, Davey," | moaned, my hands tightening involuntarily in his hair as his lips closed around the end of my 
cock. | forced myself to let go before | yanked too hard, caressing his shoulders instead as he carefully drew 
my length into his mouth as far as he could. Dave's head bobbed a little awkwardly as he sucked, his 
enthusiasm more than making up for his lack of experience. It had been far too long since anyone did this for 
me, and my cock twitched as my hips bucked up despite my attempts to hold still for his sake. "Getting close..." 


| warned him with another moan. 


Dave responded by grinding against my leg as he sucked harder, moaning softly. The satin covering his hard 
cock slid against the sheer nylon of my stockings, then he twisted my knickers ‘round his fingers and caressed 


my bollocks with the slick fabric. 

"Oh God," | gasped out. "Gonna come.." Stars exploded behind my eyelids as | climaxed in Dave's mouth. He did 
his best to swallow it all as | tried to catch my breath, still rubbing his hardness against my leg. | flipped us 
over and started to slither down his body, pausing to kiss him deeply, enjoying the taste of myself on his lips. 
Then | licked and nuzzled my way down his torso and freed his cock from the pale blue satin covering him. 
"Please, Jan?" Dave asked breathlessly. 


"Come for me," | whispered, then pounced, eagerly wrapping my lips around his cock and taking him to the root. 


Dave cried out softly, his hips jerking and bucking in response to every caress of my tongue. "Jan.. oh God.. so 


close already..." 


"Mmm," | hummed in response, knowing that he'd be able to feel it, and sucked harder, feeling his cock 


throbbing. 
"Jan!" Dave cried out softly as he came hard. 
| took everything he had to give, then let him tug me up and wrap his arms around me. | snuggled close as he 


twined his fingers in my hair, finally admitting to myself that this was what I'd missed more than anything 


since Bruce left, the feeling of being close to someone who acted as if they cared. 


Chapter I0 


Dave's POV 


| stroked Jan's hair gently as my breathing calmed, appreciating his solid warmth pressed against my side. | 
turned and kissed his forehead, then his lips, smiling when he blinked at me. "You okay, Jan?" | whispered. 


"Brilliant," he replied, smiling softly in return, "And this feels amazing, too. | don't want to move." 
"Then don't," | told him. "I'm perfectly happy to stay like this for a few hundred years." 


Jan chuckled at that and nuzzled at my neck. "Arry'd kill us if we did. What would he do if both his guitarists 


disappeared?" 
| gave an exaggerated sigh. "Oh well, pity that! But can | keep holding you until you feel like moving?" 


"You mean that, don't you, Davey?" Jan asked softly, looking into my eyes with an almost puzzled expression on 


his face. "Why?" 
"Because you deserve it," | said, equally softly. "Because you feel good in my arms. Because | |-like to." 


Jan shook his head. "But... no.. | don't deserve." Tears welled up in his eyes and his cheeks flushed with shame 
as he dropped his gaze. "| mean.. its my fault, innit? That he.. that he never once contacted me.. not once in 


two years. | must've done something wrong! Made too many demands, wasn't supportive enough, something. 


Right?" 


"Wrong!" | said, almost fiercely. "Janick Robert Gers, you are the kindest, most thoughtful person I've met in 
my entire life! And he is a bloody doss cunt for treating you like this. I've never once seen you making 
demands or be anything less than supportive of him." | took a deep breath, deciding to reveal something I'd 
overheard a couple years ago, to reinforce my point. "Jan.. | heard you two before he left.. | heard you offer 
to leave with him. How could you possibly have been more supportive, than to offer to give up your job to 
follow him?" 


"But he said he didn't want me to," Jan said in a small voice. "So | must've done something wrong." 


"More like he was too busy thinking about what he wanted, to spare a thought for you and what you might 
want," | said softly. "l know you were much, much closer to him than | ever was, but | considered him a friend, 
and we were bandmates for over ten years. But for all | considered him a friend, | could also see how selfish 
he could be, about, well, anything, really. He always wanted what he wanted, when he wanted it, and everyone 
else could go fuck off. In this case, he wanted to get away from Maiden and everything to do with Maiden, and 
couldn't see past that desire to see how badly he was hurting you by lumping you in with the rest of us." 


Jan's face just crumpled at that, and he started to cry, turning away from me to curl in on himself as he 


sobbed. 

| wasn't having any of that, so | sat up and pulled him into my lap, coaxing him to cry on my shoulder as | 
cradled him gently and stroked his hair. "Its okay," | murmured, unsure if he was hearing me through the 
silent sobs wracking his frame. "It's okay. I've got you. I'm here for you, Jan. I'm here. | got you." 

Jan held himself stiffly at first, not exactly fighting me but kind of holding back as if he was trying not to be 
a bother or something. But when | started stroking his hair and massaging the back of his neck, he collapsed 
against me as he cried and clung tightly as though scared that | would vanish on him. 


"That's right... l'm here.. | got you.. itll be okay," | continued murmuring as | held him close. 


Eventually, Jan's shoulders stopped shaking and he relaxed, sagging against me. "I'm sorry, Davey," he 
whispered, sniffling. 


"Don't be sorry," | murmured. "If | had to guess, that's a couple years' worth of tears that you needed to get 
out. If me being here helped at all, I'm glad" 


He sniffled again, scrubbing a hand across his face. "| got you all snotty, though." 


| chuckled warmly at that. "I'm washable," | said. "Besides, I've got a daughter. You really think she's not done 


that and worse to me before?" 
Jan gave a quiet giggle in response to that little joke. "I guess." 


Leaning in again, | pressed a soft kiss to his forehead. "Want to shower with me?" | suggested. "The steam will 


help clear your nose before we sleep. And anyway, we probably ought to wash what we're wearing." 

"Yeah, probably," Jan agreed. "Davey? Thank you." 

"Anytime, Jan," | said softly. | loosened my grip on him, gently rubbing his back until he slowly pulled away and 
slipped from my lap and stood up. | stood as well, following him into the bathroom, and started the water 


running in the shower. "How hot do you like it, Jan?" 


"As hot as possible, please?" he requested diffidently as he unhooked his stockings from his suspender belt, 
then peeled them off and dropped them into the sink. His knickers and suspender belt soon followed. 


| set the temperature and stripped out of my own things. Once the steam started billowing up in the shower, | 
tested the water. "Seems good, what do you think, Jan?" 


He stuck his hand in and nodded. "Yeah... it's good" 


"Hop in, then," | said. "Is it okay if | take care of you?" 

"Why?" he asked, sounding genuinely puzzled. "You don't have to." 

"| know | don't have to," | said, "but | want to. You'd do this if | was so upset about something, right?" 

"Well, yeah," he nodded. 

"There you go, then," | told him. "It's your turn to be cared for, so will you let me?" 

"Okay," Jan agreed. 

| followed him into the shower and once he stood under the spray for a moment to soak his hair and let the 
hot water wash away the worst of the ravages of his tears from his face, | took a moment to do the same. 
Then | poured a little shampoo into my hand and worked it through his hair, lightly massaging his scalp in the 
process. He sagged against me as the tension started bleeding off of him, letting me move him as | needed to, 
in order to rinse his hair. | washed quickly once I'd finished with him, then shut the water off. Grabbing towels, 
| wrapped one around his waist and one around his hair, then did the same for myself. He wobbled a little as 
he stepped from the shower, and | could see that he was worn out from the emotions of the evening. 

"Want me to tuck you in before | wash our things?" | asked. 


Jan shook his head. "I don't want to be alone,” he whispered, looking almost uncomfortable at admitting that. 


"Okay, but you just sit down and let me do the work," | said. "You're exhausted after all that, and the quicker | 
get our stuff washed out, the faster | can curl up with you, yeah?" 


"Okay," Jan agreed. He sat on the closed toilet lid and watched as | washed out our lingerie and located the 
retractable clothesline to hang them up. 


Once | finished that task, | gave him a hand up and settled him into bed, sliding in beside him and wrapping my 


arms around him as he held onto me tightly. | gave him a soft kiss and whispered, "Sweet dreams, Jan." 
"Sweet dreams, Davey," he whispered back as he snuggled close. 


| felt him relax against me, his breath evening out as he drifted into slumber. | stayed awake for a while, 
though, because of something I'd just realised: I'd very nearly blurted out ‘| love you earlier - and | meant it. | 
wasn't sure how it happened, but I'd fallen in love with my best friend. It would probably be better if | didn't 
tell him so, though, at least not yet, as | suspected that the breakdown he'd had earlier was the beginning of 


him finally accepting that Bruce might never return to him. 


| knew from various conversations over the years that they had gone six to eight months at a stretch 
without managing to see each other back before he joined Maiden, and four to five months without talking due 


to tour schedules, so | knew why Jan had clung to hope for so long. Separations are a part of the rock 
lifestyle, especially if you're in different bands, and from what Jan had told me, he and Bruce had first started 
sleeping together when he was in White Spirit and Bruce was in Samson. So, | could see where Jan would have 
figured at first that Bruce didn't contact him because he was too busy with recording and touring and all that. 
But | could also see him slowly losing hope over the last year. 


| worried a bit that perhaps Jan was with me just for the sex, but | honestly didn't think so. We've been 
friends for years, and when we'd talked yesterday, he admitted he'd found me attractive for years but hadn't 
done anything about it - partly because he didn't think I'd be interested, and partly because of his involvement 
with Bruce. | knew that Jan, like me, didn't indulge with groupies very often, so | guessed that he, like me, 


preferred to sleep with someone he had some sort of feelings for. 


Which meant he probably did have some kind of feelings for me. The only question was, what kind of feelings? | 
suspected that he'd need time to sort those out, so | knew I'd have to give him that time. Until then, | didn't 
dare let him know... well.. | did want him to know | care for him, but until his heart healed enough to accept it, | 


figured it'd be better if he didn't know that I've fallen in love with him. That decided in my mind, | brushed my 


lips against Jan's forehead and let myself relax into sleep. 


Chapter Il 


danick's POV 


When | woke up, | felt warm and secure, curled up with my head against Dave's chest and his arms around me. 
| still felt a little bad about crying all over him last night, especially after the fun we'd had, surprising each 
other with the lingerie we both had on under our clothes, but | had to admit, | felt better for having let it all 


out, odd as that seemed. 


What's more, | felt sure that Dave meant it when he said he didn't mind. He's been my best friend since | 
joined Iron Maiden and I'd noticed over the years that he didn't accept offers from groupies very often, which 
made me think he preferred to sleep with people he had some sort of feelings for. Unlike Bruce, who always 
went off with whoever caught his eye, even when he knew | was waiting for him - but once | was in Maiden, 


God forbid | go off with anyone else, even if he didn't plan on joining me that night. 


And that thought made me really think about how Bruce treated me over the years. Oh, sure, he'd never hit 
me or anything like that. But he never treated me with any real consideration, either. We only got together 
when he wanted to - and he expected me to change my plans to suit his whims every time, or he'd go off in a 
sulk for anything from several hours to several weeks. He never bothered to ask about my photography or 
what books I'd been reading, or anything else, but he always expected me to listen to him talking about his 
fencing tournaments, flying lessons, or anything else he had an interest in at the time. And if | tried talking to 


him about anything | was interested in, he'd either ignore me or he'd change the subject and talk over me. 


| had to admit it felt good, having someone take an interest in what | liked to do with my time aside from 
having sex. Sure, most of the time l'm perfectly happy to wander about alone with my cameras, but it's nice 
to have company sometimes, too, so it meant a lot when Dave came with me the other day in Portugal. Same 
thing as earlier yesterday, when he said he'd like to hear more about the history of Granada from me. Not 
that we ever got around to that particular conversation! Still, | thought that if | did bring up history or 
whatever again, Dave would probably listen and at least pretend to pay attention In fact, | thought he might 


even really pay attention 


Dave shifted beside me, burying his nose in my hair with a purr that made me smile. I've always been grateful 
for his friendship, and | certainly appreciated his willingness to switch that to friends with benefits. That, and | 
really appreciated how well he treated me since we first hooked up - he made me feel as though | meant 
something. As though | wasn't annoying. As though | was more than just a handy sex partner. Feeling better 
than | had in a long time, | snuggled a little closer to Dave and let myself drift back to sleep. 


When | woke up again, Dave was tucking the duvet around me as he kissed my forehead and slipped out of bed. 
| smiled as | heard him padding off to the loo. He came back out a couple of minutes later and | could hear him 
puttering about, so | cracked my eyes open to see him in nothing but a pair of pants, carefully folding up our 
lingerie. He left mine on the other bed, then put his own into the shopping bag they came in and zipped the 


shopping bag into the inside pocket of his suitcase. Then he looked over at me and smiled when he saw my 


eyes were open. 
"Good morning," he murmured. "How are you feeling?" 
‘Surprisingly good," | said, smiling in return. "How about you?" 


‘I'm good, and very glad to hear you're okay," Dave said. "| worry, you know? And you were pretty upset last 
night." 


| sat up and swung my legs to the floor. "Yeah, | was," | admitted. "But you were right, when you said that was 
something building for a couple of years now. Maybe even longer. | don't know... | haven't processed it all, | think. 


But | also think | feel better for getting some of it out, you know?" 


"Yeah, | think | do," Dave said softly. "And know that I'm here for you, yeah? If you need a sounding board once 


you have processed it all, or if you need a shoulder again. Anything at all." 


"| know, and believe me, | appreciate it," | said, standing up. Deciding to try to lighten the mood a little, | added, 
"And I'd kiss you for that, but my mouth tastes like a well-used trainer right now. | must've slept with it open 


at some point, so | hope | didn't drool on you. Give me a minute to go brush first, yeah?" 


Dave chuckled. "You didn't, don't worry. You go on and fix yourself up. I'll be here." He dug in his suitcase for a 
pair of socks, then for jeans and a t-shirt. 


"Okay," | answered with a smile. The schedule today was to go to an autograph session at the venue at |6:00, 
then we'd simply hang out there until showtime. IT was [2:45 now, later than I'd expected, but then again, after 
last night, | suppose it was inevitable that I'd sleep later than usual. | made my way into the loo and performed 


the usual ablutions, making sure to brush my teeth well and even rinse with mouthwash. 


Dave was dressed and brushing out his hair when | emerged again and grinned when | paused to give him a kiss 
before moving on to get dressed. "Mm. Pity we've got a show tonight and a late flight afterwards. But at least 


we'll have tomorrow night off and at a hotel in Turin" 
‘lm looking forward to the chance to explore," | said. "Will you and Nicko be golfing?" 


| hope so, but | don't know the area, so I'll have to find out if there's a public course nearby after we get 
there," Dave said. "If there isn't one, would you mind if maybe | came out exploring with you? I'd love to hear 
anything you know about the place. The only reason | even remember the name is because of the Shroud of 


Turin, that was supposed to have been the shroud of Jesus but eventually they proved it was fake." 


| nodded. "Yeah, | remember hearing about that as well. | don't know a whole lot about Turin, actually, but I'd be 
happy to have your company if you can't get a golf game in for whatever reason," | said, smiling. Just him 


asking to come along made me absurdly happy, to be honest, because | was so unused to anyone taking an 


interest in my hobbies. Bruce certainly never did. If he mentioned my habit of going exploring to take pictures, 
it was mostly to whinge whenever | got back after he finished up whatever he'd chosen to do, meaning he was 


bored because | wasn't there for him to fuck. 
"Great," Dave smiled. "Ready to head down? Or do you want to take everything down with us?" 


"Might as well bring it all down with us," | said. "Not like either of us unpacked a bunch, after all. I'll just need 
to grab my toiletry kit" And | did just that as | spoke, tucking it into my suitcase and zipping it up. 


"And I'm fully packed already, too," Dave said. "Lets go, then, we slept through breakfast and I'm rather 
hungry." 


"Me too," | agreed. 


We headed downstairs, where Rod told us to eat well, as there was an issue at the venue with the catering, 
and if they couldn't get it resolved within the hour, we might be stuck with a choice between cold cereal and 
doughnuts after the show. We joined ‘Arry and Blaze in the hotel restaurant, and Nicko arrived about five 


minutes later. 


We all took Rod's advice and ordered hearty meals, then piled onto the bus to ride to the venue. The autograph 
session went well, and the show wasn't either outstandingly good or bad. We barely made the flight to Italy, 
then we caught the hotel shuttle from the airport. By mutual consent, Dave and | volunteered to room 
together for as long as we'd have shared rooms, at which ‘Arry laughed and said that Nicko might as well get 
the single on a permanent basis just based on his snoring. Nick pouted when Blaze agreed, and we all got 


checked in and went straight to bed. 

With the long trip immediately after the show, Dave practically fell into bed once we got upstairs. But he 
noticed me hesitate and gave me a soft smile. "Come on, Jan," he told me. "I think we both sleep better 
together than alone - and there's no rule that says we can only share a bed if we've fooled around first” 
| chuckled at that and slid in beside him. "You're sure you don't mind?" | asked. 

"| don't mind at all," he said as he slid his arm around me. 


"Thanks," | murmured, snuggling in close and giving him a gentle kiss. "G'night, Davey." 


"G'night, Jan" 


Chapter 12 


Dave's POV 


Over the next couple of weeks, Jan and | slowly became more comfortable with one another. We didn't fool 
around every night, but we did sleep in the same bed any time we were in a hotel. Honestly, | was disappointed 


with every night we had to spend on the bus, simply because | hated having to sleep apart from Jan. 


Which brought me to my next thought - we'd play our final show of 1995 on my birthday, then we'd scatter 
for nearly three weeks. Coming from the Netherlands, going to Hawaii, | knew I'd be lucky to make it in on the 
last Christmas Eve flight and might not arrive until first thing Christmas Day. | did want to be home for 
Christmas, of course, since | wanted to be there for Tasha. Maybe my job had me travelling much of the 
time, but | still wanted to be a proper father to my daughter. But at the same time, | didn't really want to be 


away from Jan for that long. 

| sighed. We were on the bus tonight, Nicko's snores filling the bunk section, and of course, that meant | was 
alone instead of cuddled together with Jan. | rolled over and curled up with my back to the wall, trying to get 
more comfortable, and sighed as | wondered how I'd manage to sleep over the tour break, given that Tamar 
and | had always had separate rooms. 

After staring at the inside of my eyelids for another half hour or so, | slid out of my bunk and made my way 
forward to the kitchenette. | poured some milk into a mug and put it into the microwave, hoping that maybe 
the old childhood remedy would help me sleep. The microwave pinged and | pulled out the mug, then heard a 
step behind me. 

"| see l'm not the only one who couldn't sleep," Janick said softly. "| thought maybe warm milk might help." 


| couldn't help but smile. "Here, you take this one, then," | said, passing him the mug. Then | poured another 


mug and stuck it in the microwave. 
"But you made this for yourself," Jan started to protest. 


"But you want some too, and I'm the one standing by the refrigerator and microwave," | said with a smile. "Go 


on and sit down, I'll join you in a minute." 
"If you're sure," he said. 


"l'm sure," | replied. He took a seat at the little table, and | joined him there after the microwave pinged again. 


"Was anything in particular keeping you awake?" | asked softly. 


Jan shrugged. "I don't know, maybe? | was just thinking about the break and all, you know?" 


"Me too," | admitted. "I've kind of got mixed feelings about it. | mean, I'll be glad to be home for Christmas so | 
can be there for Tasha. But aside from that, I'm not really looking forward to it” 


"Really?" Jan looked at me in surprise. "| was sure you'd be the one to say that you couldn't wait to go home 


for a time." He hesitated, then asked, "Is there a reason you're reluctant to go home, then?" 
| hesitated, but decided | had to be honest. "I'm going to miss you," | told him. 


He froze for a long moment with his mug halfway to his lips. "|. you.. what?" He blinked and gave me a 


befuddled look. 
"| said, l'm going to miss you," | repeated. 


‘|... | didn't expect that," Jan said, looking as if he might be trying not to cry. "I'm going to miss you as well. | 
just thought... you'll be home with your family and all." 


"Yeah, I'll be home with my daughter," | said. "But the rest of my family still lives in Upper Clapton. I've not 
been back to spend Christmas with them since 1983, cos Tamar hates English winters." | paused and grinned a 
little wryly, adding, "Well, | spose | can't quite blame her for that. It's always a jolt, going from Hawaii to 
London at any time of year, but especially in winter, and | grew up with English weather. She didn't” 


Jan nodded. "Well, | can understand that part," he said. Then he tilted his head and started to open his mouth, 
then closed it again, looking down awkwardly at the mug in his hands. 


"Go ahead and ask, Jan," | encouraged. "I promise, | won't ever get upset at you for asking questions. If there's 
anything you want to know about me, ask, okay? Worst that'll happen is that I'll say that it's something I'm not 


comfortable discussing on the bus or whatever." 


Grey eyes flew up to meet mine. "Really?" he asked. "I'm not used to.. he... liked his privacy, y'know? Always 
said he'd volunteer anything | needed to know." 


"Well, I'm not very good at just jawing on about myself," | said with a chuckle. "But l'm perfectly good with 


answering questions. Even personal ones.” 


"l. if you're sure," Jan said. "You said you want to be home with your daughter for Christmas, but the rest 
of your family is in London?" He sounded hesitant as he added, "But what about Tamar? | thought.. | thought 


you two were happy?" 


"We're not unhappy," | said. "But no, we're not exactly happy, either. We're.. housemates, basically, and parents. 
But Tamar was never especially enthusiastic about being with me, for all she came onto me after a show back 
on the World Slavery tour. The miscarriage she had back then messed her up inside, and then having Tasha 
almost killed her. She's never once sought me out for sex since then. She'll let me into her bed if | seek her 


out, but she's not exactly a participant, y'know? Very much, lie back and think of England, as the saying goes." 


"But you're staying married?" 


"Yes, at least until Tasha is a bit older," | said. "It's hard enough with me gone so often on tours and recording 
and rehearsals and everything, so unless Tamar comes to me and asks for a divorce, l'm going to deal with it 


for a few more years. At least, that's my plan at the moment, but it's not set in stone either." 


‘Oh, Davey," Jan said, reaching for my hand, but hesitating and glancing back at the door to the bunks. Seeing 


no one there, he twined his fingers with mine and squeezed gently. "You deserve better." 


"I think we both deserve better," | said softly. "I know l'm just guessing here, but it seems to me that you've 


got a similar relationship with Sandra?" 


Jan shrugged. "Well, | suppose it is close," he admitted. "Only she seems enthusiastic enough about sex if | 
initiate. Not that | do very often, but sometimes | do get lonely and just want someone beside me." 


"Bus nights aside, you'll have me beside you whenever you want me," | promised. | hesitated, then took a deep 
breath and asked, "Would you maybe want to meet up a few days before the tour resumes in January? Or will 


Sandra expect you to be home the whole time?" 
"l. you.. you're serious?" Jan blinked at me. 


‘Im serious," | said. "| thought about maybe inviting you to my place but even with me and Tamar having 


separate rooms and all, | figured that could be more than a little awkward." 


"| suppose it would, at that," Jan agreed. He looked down at his fingers still entwined with mine, then back up at 


my face. "If you want, we can meet up." 


Setting my mug down, | reached out to gently brush Jan's cheek with my thumb. "Jan.. | know I've said this 
before, but what do you want? If you've got plans or whatever, | don't want you changing them just because | 
want to spend more time with you. | know you have family that you might want to spend time with when you 


have a chance." 


"You mean that, don't you?" Jan's voice sounded almost incredulous. "It won't... it won't bother you if | have 


plans?" 


‘Of course | mean it," | said softly. "I'm going to take a wild guess that.. someone else.. always wanted you to 
change your plans to fit theirs? I'd much rather work with you to figure out what would be most convenient 


for both of us." 


Jan tightened his hand on mine, looking once again as though he was holding back tears as he nodded. "| do want 
to meet up, though," he said after a moment. "We play Athens on IZ January - maybe we could meet up on 


the Bt? | know that only gives us three full days together, but my mum's got a big gather planned for 
Twelfth Night, all her siblings and their families are coming in for it, and | know she'll want me there." 


| smiled. "And that's exactly the sort of thing I'd not want you to miss just for me," | told him. "Meeting on the 
Bth sounds perfect to me. Maybe we can meet in Athens? Relax in the warmth and all - you can teach me 
whatever you know about the place while photographing it all. If you're willing, and | do mean if, | can take you 


out to a golf course, too." 


"You know? | think | would like to try golfing," he said with a smile of his own. "Mind, I've no idea if I'll like it or 
not, but | won't know unless | try. One day for golf, one for photography, and maybe the third day for a 
shopping trip? 


"A shopping trip sounds great," | said, blushing even as | smiled. "You can help me figure out what looks good on 
me - colours and styles and all that. Our first trip, | mostly picked based on how | thought they'd feel, 


y'know?" 


"Nothing wrong with that," Jan told me. "But I'm more than happy to offer my opinion if you want it." He looked 
down for a moment, then back up at me. "Davey? l.. | know we're on the bus and all, but.. would you... would 


you hold me for a minute?" he asked hesitantly. 


“Anytime you want me to, I've told you that," | said. | gulped down the last of my warm milk and got up from 
the table, my hand still clasped in his. "However, there's not quite enough space to do so whilst we're sat at 
the table" That got him to smile a little and he drained his mug and got to his feet. | tugged him across the 


aisle to the sofa there and down into my lap, wrapping my arms around him and holding him close. 
Jan clung to me for a long moment as | stroked his hair. "Thank you, Davey," he whispered. 


"No need to thank me, Jan," | murmured. "If you want to talk, I'll listen. And if you simply want me to hold you 
quietly until you feel better, I'll do just that." 


He smiled against my neck. "I just... felt lonely earlier, its why | couldn't sleep. Talking with you helped a lot, 
especially when you said you wanted to meet up before the tour resumes, but | still needed to feel like 


someone cared for me, y'know?" 


‘Oh, Jan," | said, my arms tightening around him almost reflexively. "I do care about you. It's not just about 


dressing up and fooling around. IF's you." 


Chapter [3 


Janicks POV 
"Me? l.. but.. Davey, | don't know what to say," | faltered. 


"Then don't say anything, Jan," Dave said softly. "You don't need to say a word. Just.. relax, okay? And know 


that someone cares for you." 


Too choked up to speak, | nodded and pressed close to him, suddenly feeling warm and comfortable as he 


stroked my hair again. "I'm glad we got together," | eventually said softly. 


"Me too," Dave said, the smile audible in his voice. "We probably ought to head back to our bunks, though. 
Dunno if its the warm milk or holding you, but I'm finally starting to feel sleepy." 


"Yeah, so am I," | admitted. | didn't really want to move, but aside from not wanting to face the questions sure 
to come if our bandmates found us cuddling like this, if we fell asleep on the sofa, it was a guarantee that one 
of us, if not both of us, would end up half-crippled from sleeping in funny positions. | impulsively pressed a 
soft kiss to Dave's neck before standing up and offering him a hand up. 


Dave took my hand with a smile and stood, then pulled me in for a quick hug and kiss before we headed back 
into the bunk section. "G'night, Jan," he whispered as | climbed the ladder to my burk. 


"G'night, Davey," | whispered in return as he settled into his bunk underneath mine. | truly hadn't expected 
Dave to say outright that he cared for me, but he had - and more than that, the idea didn't make me 
uncomfortable. | welcomed it, in fact. | was too sleepy to truly analyse my feelings, but | knew that | felt 
something more than friendship for him as well. | wasn't sure what, but it was there, and | liked it. | drifted to 


sleep with a smile on my face. 


We pulled into Stuttgart in the morning, looking forward to our day off, and the whole band headed to the 
Christmas Market. I'd really wanted to go off alone for a little while so that | could get a birthday gift for 
Dave, but | couldn't go quite yet. Rod, concerned about the continuing mixed to negative reviews and such, 
wanted some fun and positive Christmas-themed photos and such to put out to various rock magazines and 


even onto the internet now that personal computers were becoming so popular. 


Nicko, of course, decided that if we had to spend a couple of hours as a group, we might as well have some 
fun with it, so almost as soon as we were inside the gates, he herded us to a booth that sold Father 
Christmas hats with names in gold or silver glitter. ‘Arry grumbled under his breath, and | honestly couldn't 
entirely blame him because we all knew that glitter would bloody well end up everywhere. But we all put our 
hats on once the assistant at the booth got our names on them - gold for me, Dave, and Nicko, and silver for 


the dark-haired ‘Arry and Blaze - and posed for a couple of group pictures. 


After that, we strolled through the Market as a group, pausing at various booths whenever something caught 
the eye of one of us. ‘Arry, Dave, and | converged on a booth selling beautiful collectible porcelain dolls and 
made that seller quite happy as we bought gifts for the five daughters we had between us. Shortly after 
that, Nicko dragged us to a booth full of handmade wooden trains and he and ‘Arry each got one for their 


little sons, and then the single and childless Blaze picked out some Hummel figurines for his mum. 


After we had lunch, Rod turned us loose to do our own thing. Dave and | immediately took off our Father 
Christmas hats, replacing them with knit beanies. "Well, | still have some last-minute shopping to do for you 
lot, so | think l'm going to take off on my own for a bit" | had bought books for everyone for Christmas every 
year since | joined Maiden, so | figured that would make a good excuse for me to get away from the others. 


They didn't have to know Id bought the books weeks ago 

"Fair enough," ‘Arry said. “I'm about done, so Im for the hotel’ 

"Im pretty much done, but | need more exercise, so | think I'l wander about a bit more," Dave said 
"Im bloody well freezing, so I'll head back with you, ‘Arry," Blaze said 

"Same, so Ill head back with you two," Nicko put in 


The three of them headed out of the Market and Dave grinned at me. "Do you really have more Christmas 
shopping to do?" he asked. 


| laughed. "I'm done Christmas shopping," | confessed. "But | want to get you a birthday present. Do you want it 
to be a surprise, or do you want to come with me?" | paused and added, "And don't tell me | don't have to get 


you anything, yeah? | know | don't have to, but | want to." 


Dave laughed as well. "Tough decision, innit?" he said. "But | think I'll meet you back here in a couple hours, as | 


like surprises." 


"Yeah, a couple hours is good," | agreed. "It probably won't take that long, but it's better to leave some extra 
time built in, just in case there's some sort of delay, a long queue or them not having what I'm looking for so 
that | have to come up with a substitution or whatever." 


"Makes perfect sense to me," Dave said with a nod. "Well, you go on then, and I'll poke ‘round here a bit more. | 
can always get more things for Tasha, after all. Meet up at the coffee shop over there, then? So if either of 


us gets back early, we can get a cuppa and warm up whilst waiting for the other." 


"Good idea," | said, checking my watch. "See you in a couple hours, if not sooner, then." | flashed him a quick 
smile, which he returned warmly, then we went off in different directions. | ducked out to the street and hailed 


a taxi, as | knew exactly what | wanted to get Davey and it wasn't to be found at the Market. 


The first place | stopped was a shop selling luggage and travel supplies, to get something similar to my little 
black bag for Dave's lingerie, as | knew he'd not gotten one for himself yet. Then | headed for the red light 
district. By now, I'd seen him in most of the things he'd bought when I'd taken him shopping in Madrid, and he'd 
mostly bought knickers on that trip, | suspected because he had been nervous enough that he'd spent almost 
too much time browsing and then when he realised we needed to leave, he just grabbed several things that 
were within reach. But | knew he really liked the one suspender belt and stockings set that he'd gotten, so | 


wanted to stock his new goodie bag with a few more of those. 


| found three suspender belts in materials | thought he'd enjoy, and in colours | thought would look good on 
him, then grabbed a pair of fishnets similar to mine, a pair of plain silky sheer nylons, and a textured pair in 
black with a random pattern of stars woven into the material. | had them giftwrapped, then hurried back to 
the Christmas Market and the coffee shop where Dave and | were to meet. 


Dave waved from a table near the centre of the place, and | could see that he'd also done a bit more shopping 
whilst on his own, as he had more bags with him now than just the one containing the doll he'd bought for his 
daughter. "Looks like you had success," he called. 


"Looks like you did as well," | answered with a grin as | made my way over to his table. "Are we staying to 
have tea and warm up before heading for the hotel, or do you want to head right back?" 


"Ie been here half an hour already, so I'll leave that up to you," Dave said. "I certainly don't mind a second 
cuppa, but if you'd rather just head to the hotel and warm up where we'll not have to go back out into the 


cold again, that's fine as well" 


| considered that for a moment. "You know, | think | would rather just go back to the hotel," | admitted. "I'm 
even thinking room service for dinner, rather than eating in the restaurant tonight. | know it probably sounds 
odd, but today was supposed to be a day off, yet we ended up on duty since Rod wanted those publicity shots 
of us walking ‘round the Market earlier. | might generally enjoy interacting with fans, but even | like to relax 


and not be bothered sometimes, and I'd figured that would happen today but it didnt." 


"Yeah, | know exactly what you mean," Dave agreed. He stood up and gathered his shopping bags, then we left 
the coffee shop and headed to the gates of the Market to get a taxi. Once we got to our hotel and into our 


room, he asked, "I was wondering, would you, erm, maybe want a massage, since you'd like to relax?" 

| smiled, touched by his concern. Bruce never seemed to think about how | felt at times like these, but Dave 
always did. It felt good to feel like someone's priority after all these years. "If you're offering one, I'd love to 
accept," | said. 


"Mind, | don't really know what I'm doing," he said, ducking his head a little shyly. 


"Since I'm no expert in receiving a massage, l'm sure I'll enjoy it," | told him with a smile. "It means a lot that 


you'd offer. What do you want me to do, then?" 


"Strip and get comfortable on your stomach," Dave said. "Oh, and pick which scent you like better." He pulled 
out two little bottles of massage oil. 


| sniffed at both bottles; one had a spicy cinnamon-y scent and the other seemed a little more exotic, a blend 
with sandalwood or patchouli or something like that. Kind of incense-y. "Ooh, tough choice, | like them both," | 
said. | turned around and put my hands behind my back and said, "Put them in my hands." Once | felt the 
bottles hit my hands, | exchanged them a few times and then held out my left hand. "This one!" 


Dave laughed. "Good choice," he said, taking the cinnamon-spicy one from me. 


| set the other bottle on the desk, then undressed and settled down on one of the beds, pillowing my head on 
my arms. "How's this?" | asked. 


"Perfect," Dave murmured, a note of admiration in his voice making me blush. 


Chapter 14 


Dave's POV 


| watched as Jan settled himself on the bed, then | stripped as well. Double-checking that the security latch on 
our door was engaged, | moved back over to the bed and knelt astride Jan's hips. | poured a little of the oil into 
my hand and rubbed them together to warm it before | started kneading Jan's shoulders. 


He gave a soft purr. "Mm. Feels good, Davey," he murmured. "Thank you." 


"Anytime, Jan," | replied with a smile, slowly and carefully working my way down his back Whenever | felt a 
knot, I'd gently work that spot until it loosened up again 


"You've got brilliant hands," Jan said, smiling. He shifted and stretched a little under me, his arse rubbing 
against my bits. 


| swallowed, my body responding as he shifted again. "I like making you feel good," | said, striving to keep my 
tone light, but only succeeding in sounding flirtatious. 


Jan didn't seem to mind, though. "Yeah?" he said, very deliberately shifting against me once more, this time 
making sure my cock slid along his arse crack. "You make me feel amazing, you know. | like making you feel good 


as well.. and it feels like l'm doing just that,” he teased. 


| blushed, but had to laugh, since it was true. "You are," | confirmed, leaning down to kiss the back of his neck, 


a move which damn near wedged my hard-on between his arse cheeks. 


He moaned softly when that happened, a needy sound that went straight to my cock. "Please." he whimpered, 
the upward thrust of his hips making it clear what he was asking for. 


But | had to be sure. Laying down beside him on the bed, | pulled him into my arms and kissed him deeply. "How 


do you want me to make you feel good?" | murmured as | slowly pulled back from the kiss. "I want to make 


you happy." 


"You do," Jan whispered. "Will you fuck me? Please?" He suddenly looked nervous as he faltered, "Or don't you 


want me?" 


"Oh, Jan, | want you all right," | said, shifting so that our erections slid together. "Can't you feel how much | 


want you? | just never have, so I'm nervous. Don't want to muck it up, after all." 


Jan chuckled warmly at that. "Oh, Davey.." he murmured. "That you're worried about making it good tells me 
you will" He rolled away long enough to grab his suitcase and drag it closer to the bed, then he fumbled inside 
and pulled out his black bag. Extracting a tube of personal lubricant from an outside pocket, he let the bag 


drop to the floor. He turned back to me and squirted a dollop of the lube onto my fingers. "Start with one and 


add more as the muscle relaxes," he said. 


Nodding, | leaned in to kiss him deeply once more. My hand dropped lower, gently cupping his balls as | teased 
at his tight pucker with one slick finger. He moaned as | applied gentle pressure, feeling the tight ring of muscle 
giving way and allowing my finger entrance. | thrust my finger in and out slowly, flexing it a bit and watching 
his reactions. "How's this?" | asked. 


"So good," Jan moaned, thrusting hard on my finger. "Its.. oh God, right there!" He arched up as my finger 
brushed against a spot within that felt slightly different from the rest. "More... please.” 


"My God, you look so fucking hot right now, Jan," | whispered as | made sure there was a good amount of lube 
on my second finger, then carefully worked it into his passage alongside the first. | pressed soft kisses along 
his neck and down over his collarbone as | worked my fingers in and out, making sure to brush up against that 
different-feeling spot as often as possible. 


"Davey... please." Jan writhed on my fingers, his breath coming in gasps and liquid pooling at the tip of his 
straining cock. "Need you... fuck me.." He grabbed the backs of his knees, pulling his spread legs back to offer 


me better access To his entrance. 


| felt my own cock twitch eagerly as | coated myself with the lube. Withdrawing my fingers slowly, | guided 
myself into his passage, moaning softly as | sank into his tight heat. He felt incredible around me, and | had to 
hold still for a moment to keep it from being over too soon Pouring a little more lube in my hand, | stroked 


his cock as | started thrusting into him. 


"Oh... oh God.. Davey.." Jan cried out softly with each thrust | made, especially once | found the angle to hit 
that spot with every movement. He grabbed my arse with both hands, kneading and squeezing the cheeks even 


as he leaned up to kiss my neck. "So close..” 

"Me too.." | grunted, feeling my control slipping. My hand moved faster, my thumb teasing at the head even as 
| sped up the pace of my thrusting. "Come with me, Jan.. oh God.. now..Jan!" | strained forward, climaxing deep 
within him even as he cried out and spilled over my hand. 


"Davey." Jan clung to me, shaking in the aftermath of his orgasm. 


| kissed him softly. "Shh... I've got you.." | carefully pulled out, then settled down next to Jan and pulled him into 


my arms once again. 


Jan nestled close, smiling softly and kissing my neck. "I can't remember the last time | was this happy," he said 


quietly. "You're amazing, Davey." 


| blushed. "You're pretty amazing yourself, Jan," | murmured. "And | could say the same thing about being 
happy." 


"Now you're making me blush," Jan said, smiling even as his cheeks grew pink. "Davey? Mind if | ask you 


something?" 
"You can always ask me anything, I've told you that before," | said "What do you want to know?" 


"Well... | just wondered.. would you have fucked me if | hadn't asked you to?" Jan looked a little embarrassed. "| 


mean.. | wanted to before today, but you never said anything." 


"I figured that I'd bring it up when we meet up in January," | said. "When we'd, you know, have time to really 
talk, because |.. erm, | wanted to.. to know you wanted it" | shook my head a little. "I'm probably explaining this 
badly, but... | didnt want to take you, | wanted you to.. to choose to give yourself to me, if that makes sense. 
Because - he - always told you what he wanted and never asked what you wanted. | wanted to know it was 


your choice." 


Jan nodded slowly, obviously considering my words. "Yeah, | think | understand," he said after a moment. "I can't 
deny that | did let myself turn into more than a bit of a doormat for him, and | know you saw some of it, for 
all we tried to be discreet. Plus I've told you more since then" He smiled and caressed my cheek. "Thank you, 
Davey. It means.. more than you know, that you're so determined to... To keep me from falling into that same 


pattern with you." 
| turned my head just far enough to kiss his hand. "I know how easy it is to fall into old habits," | said softly. 
"Especially when interacting with someone who has a strong personality." | couldn't help but grin a little as | 


added, "Not that I've got one of those myself, but | still want to help you get out of that habit, you know?" 


"Believe me, | appreciate it," Jan said with a soft smile. He started to say something else, but then his stomach 


growled loudly and he laughed. "Sounds like it's time to call room service." 
| laughed as well. "Yeah, sounds it," | agreed. "I'll need to wash up a bit before eating.” 


"So will |," Jan said. "You go ahead and wash up first, since I'm pretty sure both your hands are covered in 


lube, then you can look at the menu whilst | wash." 

"True enough, they are," | admitted. Giving him a quick kiss, | sat up, then stood and made my way to the loo, 
washing my hands first and then my belly and groin. When | came out a few minutes later, Jan had the menu 
in his hands. 

"Will you call in our order whilst | clean up?" he asked. 


"Sure," | said. "What are you having?" 


"| could go for the döner kebab," Jan told me. 


| reached for the phone. "Right, then, I'll call it in. Döner kebab sounds good. Lager to go with?" 
"Perfect," Jan said, smiling as he rolled to his feet and hurried into the loo. 


| called in our dinner order and pulled on my footie shorts just in time for someone to knock at our door. | 


opened it to see ‘Arry standing there. 

"Nicko and | are going to grab dinner in about half an hour, if you wanted to join us?" ‘Arry asked, 

"We just called room service, actually," | told him. "We decided we were feeling kind of antisocial after ending up 
on duty for the publicity shots and all earlier today, you know? Dinner in, a few beers, and hopefully something 


decent on the telly sounded better than a busy restaurant or pub. But thanks for asking.” 


‘Arry smiled. "Yeah, | understand. Blaze said the same thing. Right, then, wake-up call tomorrow is for noon, so 


enjoy your evening and try not to end up too hung over." 


"Will do, ‘Arry," | laughed. "See you tomorrow." He moved off towards the lifts and | closed the door again but 
didn't bother with the security latch this time since our food would be up shortly. 


Jan and | enjoyed our meal when it arrived, and afterwards, we settled in to watch some footie before 


snuggling up together and going to sleep. 


Three days later, Jan handed me a shopping bag. "Since there won't be time to celebrate properly after the 
show tomorrow, Happy Birthday, Davey," he said softly. "And | know, | didn't have to." 


| leaned over to give him a soft kiss. "Thank you, Jan," | said. Opening the bag, | pulled out a reddish-brown bag 
similar to Jan's little black bag. When | lifted it, | heard something crackle inside, so | unzipped it to see three 
wrapped packages. "Oh, Jan, this is too much!" 


"No it's not, Davey. Go on, open them," he told me with a grin 


Chapter I5 


danick's POV 


Dave lifted the three wrapped packages out of his new goodie bag as | watched, looking almost overwhelmed. "l 
know you said you wanted to get me a birthday present, but four? This is so unexpected, Jan, thank you." 


"You're welcome, Davey, | just hope you like them," | said. 

"Of course | will," he said. "You got them for me, whatever they are." He slid his fingers under the tape at one 
end of the first package he picked up. Sliding the contents out, Dave smiled to see the turquoise blue satin 
suspender belt and a pair of sheer nylon stockings. "These are gorgeous," he said. 

"| rather thought the suspender belt matched your eyes," | said softly. 

Dave blushed and reached for the second package, finding a supple red leather suspender belt and fishnets 
within. "Oh... wow.. this feels amazing," he murmured, stroking the butter-soft leather of the suspender belt. 
"And you remembered how much | like your fishnets." 

| smiled. "Well, yeah. But also, | noticed that you only got the one suspender belt when we shopped in Madrid, 
but that you wear it more often than anything else you got - and that's even allowing for the couple of things 
you got that ended up not fitting well. So, | thought you might like a few more for your collection" 

Leaning over, Dave kissed me softly. "I think you're brilliant, Jan, thank you." Then he opened the final package, 
gazing at a black satin suspender belt with embroidered silver stars scattered over it, paired with the starry 
stockings. "Beautiful," he breathed. 

| smiled softly. "Almost as beautiful as the man who'll be wearing them," | said. 


"Jan!" Davey protested, blushing madly. "You don't have to flatter me into bed, you know." 


Chuckling softly, | reached out to place the gifts on the other bed, then took his hands. "It's hardly flattery 
when it's true," | told him. 


‘Oh, Jan," Dave said, still blushing. "You really believe that, don't you? | hardly know what to say. Well, except 
for thank you." 


"| don't just believe it, | know it," | said softly. 


Dave looked up to smile at me, his blue eyes bright with emotion. "I.. wow. That really means a lot, Jan," he 


said. 


My breath caught a little at the expression in his eyes. In all the years I'd been sleeping with Bruce, he never 
once looked at me the way Dave was looking at me now. Sure, Bruce lusted for me, desired me, maybe even 
liked me - but as he might like a favourite dog. | was a fun companion when the mood took him and he wasn't 


intentionally unkind, I'd give him that much, but he took it for granted that I'd be there when he wanted me 
and would just stay quiet in the background when he didn't, like a toy on a shelf. 


Interestingly, for the first time, | didn't feel a pang at the thought of Bruce. What | did feel was a surge of 
gratitude and warmth towards Davey. "I'm gonna miss you, these next couple of weeks," | murmured. "I know | 
said it before, but l'm really glad you asked me to meet up ahead of the next leg of the tour.” 


‘lm really glad you agreed," Dave said in return. "I'm gonna miss you, too." He paused, then asked, "I was 
thinking.. as long as | don't name names and all.. | feel as though | ought to let Tamar know that there's 
someone I'm seeing on the regular, just in case she'd want to divorce me. But | won't tell her anything if you 


don't want me to." 


| thought about that for a moment. "If that's what you feel you ought to do, then go ahead," | told him. Sandra 
knew I've been with Bruce since before she and | met, so she was fine with me seeing other people. Dave told 
me Tamar had previously told him just not to get into any gossip sheets with anyone, but | understood that 
she might feel differently about him getting into a relationship rather than simply indulging with the occasional 
groupie. "You can tell her its me if you want. Sandra's likely going to want to know what's got me so much 


happier now than I've been for the last couple of years anyway. It's up to you if | name you or not." 
"You said Sandra knows you've been involved with someone not her for a long time, right?" Dave asked. 


"Yeah," | nodded. "I was with him long before | even met her. She'll likely assume he contacted me, when | get 
home all happy, and might even ask after him, so I'd want to tell her I've met someone." | slid into bed, as it 


was getting late and tomorrow would be hectic, what with it being our last show before Christmas and all. 


Dave slid in beside me and turned off the light. "You can tell her its me, then," he said. "It's probably for the 
best that we both tell our wives and figure things out from there, once we know how they react" He wrapped 


his arm around me and kissed me softly. "G'night, Jan" 
"G'night, Davey," | murmured, returning that kiss. 


The next day, Dave's actual birthday, was predictably crazy. Nicko and Dave had their luggage packed and 
loaded on the bus as they'd be getting in a taxi directly after the show for the run to the airport to get the 
last overseas flight of the night, whilst the rest of us would return to the hotel and take the ferry across 
the Channel in the morning. 


Then during the show, Blaze got the audience to join in singing the birthday song to a blushing Dave, and Nicko 
popped out from behind the drums carrying a fairy cake with a lit candle for him to blow out. Dave did so, 
looking a little embarrassed by the applause, and borrowed the mic from Blaze to wave and say a shy, "Thank 


you," to the crowd. 


After we came offstage, Dave and Nicko washed and changed as quickly as they could, simply putting knit 
beanies on over their still-wet hair because they had to hurry in order to make their flight. 


"Happy Christmas, you lot!" Nicko boomed. 


"Yeah, Happy Christmas," Dave echoed more quietly. Not that it ever took much to speak more quietly than 
Nicko. 


"Happy Christmas, you two," ‘Arry and Blaze chorused, shaking hands with the pair. 


Nicko grabbed me in a big hug, then Dave followed suit. "I'll miss you, Jan," Dave whispered in my ear. "See you 


soon" 
| returned the hug, whispering back, "I'll miss you too, Davey. See you soon" 


Dave and Nicko hurried out to their waiting taxi and the rest of us headed back to the hotel for the night, 
where | fell asleep hugging the pillow that still held the scent of Dave's shampoo and conditioner. 


After a wake-up call that came far too early and a ferry ride to Dover, followed by a train ride to Hartlepool, 
Sandra met me at the station, our daughter holding her hand and waving madly at me. | kissed them both 
lightly. "Happy Christmas, you two," | said, smiling. 


"Happy Christmas, Jan," Sandra replied with a smile. 


We drove home with Sian babbling happily about Father Christmas and decorating the tree and baking biscuits 
with Gran-gran. After dinner, tree decorating, getting our giggly daughter settled into bed, and then filling the 
stockings and setting out the other gifts, Sandra and | collapsed into seats in the sitting room with beers. "l 
really hope Rod won't schedule us a show this close to Christmas again," | said with a tired sigh. 


"Understandable," Sandra said. She studied me for a long moment. "I take it Bruce contacted you whilst you 
were on the road?" she asked. "You seem so much happier now than you did when you started the tour. How's 


he doing, then? And how soon will he expect you To join him?" 


I'd known she would ask, but | hadn't expected it quite this quickly. "No, he hasn't contacted me," | said quietly. 


"But there is a bloke I've been seeing for the last month or so." 


"Really?" Sandra looked surprised. "I'd think you wouldn't have time to get all that close with anyone in the 


course of a month, what with how quickly you've been travelling this tour." 


"Yeah, well, its Dave," | confessed. "It's been shared rooms all tour and I've been with him more often than 
anyone else - ‘Arry's mostly wanted to be in with Blaze to try to help him, he's not been doing nearly as well 


as we'd all hoped when we hired him - and Nicko's wife came out so he paid for his own rooms for much of 


the tour so they'd have their privacy. Anyway, somewhere along the line, Dave and | got closer to one another 
and - things happened." 


"Huh. Well, | understand you and Dave were always close from when you first joined Maiden," Sandra said. "l 


suppose | shouldn't be surprised. What do you plan to do, then?" 


Taking a drink, | thought about it for a moment before answering. "He's told me that his marriage is much like 
ours," | said carefully. "He'll talk to Tamar when he gets home, and he's said he'd like to remain married if she's 
willing, for Tasha's sake, same as I'd prefer to stay with you for Sian's sake. He did ask me to meet up with 
him a bit ahead of the tour resuming, to have a bit of time to ourselves without other obligations, but he 


asked me when would be good, instead of demanding | show up at a given time, so I'll not have to miss the 


Twelfth Night gather at Mum's this year." 
Sandra smiled a bit at that. "There's a pleasant charge," she said. "When are you going, then?" 


"We've arranged to meet up on 8 January," | said. "It's not a lot of time together, but it's some. What's more, 
Dave specifically told me he didn't want to take away from time with my family. | don't.. don't know where this 
might go yet, but I'd like to explore it, you know?" 


"| don't blame you," Sandra said quietly. "| hope for your sake things work out." She punctuated that thought 
with a yawn, which | caught, and she laughed. "I guess that's a sign we should get some sleep. Especially as we 
both know Sian's going to be in and jumping on us before six. Which reminds me, you should sleep in with me 


tonight, so we're both there when she does." 


"Good idea," | said, levering myself off the sofa and offering Sandra my hand. Once we dropped off our empty 
cans in the kitchen, we headed for her bedroom and settled in for the night. 


Chapter Ib 


Dave's POV 


Nicko and | were on the same plane as far as New York, and | could only breathe a sigh of relief that it was 
such a late flight that even he preferred to sleep than to re-hash the show in excruciating detail. The one 
good thing about travelling west meant that despite the length of the flights, I'd still get home to Maui in the 
afternoon of Christmas Eve Day, so I'd be in time to play Father Christmas for Tasha. That had been the one 
thing that had worried me, when Rod told us our last date before Christmas was my birthday. 


With a heartfelt, "Happy Christmas!" and a hug that felt like it nearly cracked my ribs, Nicko took his leave 
from me once we'd gone through Customs, hopping on the shuttle bus to get to the terminal for his flight to 
Florida. | followed suit a few minutes later, after a quick detour to the loo, getting on the shuttle to the 
terminal for my flight to Hawaii. 


| managed to catch another nap on the way to Maui, so | felt reasonably refreshed by the time we landed. 
Tamar, with Tasha, met me in baggage claim and then we loaded my things into the car for the trip home. 
Tasha babbled happily, talking about the toys she hoped Santa would bring her and about how she made cookies 
with Grandma to leave out for Santa tonight. 


By concentrating our attention on Tasha, Tamar and | got through the rest of Christmas Eve and Christmas 
Day, including a luau at my mother-in-law's home. The food was delicious as usual, although | couldn't help but 
think about Jan and the traditional English holiday meal he'd have. Even after all this time, | still missed things 


like mince pies at Christmas. 


| took Tasha to the beach on Boxing Day, enjoying her delight at playing in the water and building sandcastles all 
day. Unsurprisingly, she fell asleep quickly that night: 


After getting Tasha to bed, Tamar joined me in the sitting room. "So, what's on your mind?" she asked me. 


"You seem a bit off since you've gotten home." 
Taking a deep breath, | told her, "I've.. developed feelings for someone." 


"Do you want to marry her, then?" Tamar asked, sounding more curious than anything else. | wasn't sure if | 


was grateful that she wasn't lashing out or bothered that she didn't seem to care. | decided to be grateful. 
"That's not possible," | said softly. "He's not a woman" 


Tamar quirked a brow at that. "Seriously? Huh... | always wondered about you, always had the feeling that you 


swung both ways. Guess | was right and you do." 


| blushed at that. "Erm, yeah," | mumbled. "So, anyway, | just figured.. | mean.. we really kind of don't have a 
sex life at all anymore and, well.. all you said was | shouldn't get in the tabloids, so... yeah, dunno what to say, | 
just." 


"You never caught on, did you?" Tamar asked, sounding almost amused. "| prefer women myself." She took a 

deep breath and said, "And as long as we're going for true confessions, | came on to you after speaking to you 
at those couple of meetngreets back in 1184 because I'd been assaulted at a frat party and ended up pregnant 
from it. | needed to claim someone as the baby's father and something about you set me at ease, so | figured 


if | was going to have to sleep with a man regularly, | had to pick someone | could trust wouldn't hurt me." 
"That... wasn't what | was expecting to hear," | said, quite honestly in shock. 


"As nice as you are, | felt pretty bad about making you believe the one | lost was yours," Tamar said. "l'm 
actually kind of glad | lost it, so at least you weren't stuck raising another man's child like that. | honestly 
thought about divorcing you back then - as quick as we'd married, no one would bat an eye if it didn't work 
out, right? Only you seemed so devastated by the miscarriage, | decided that | owed you a child of your own. 
Even if it did take me so much longer to get pregnant again than | thought it would." 


‘I'm glad you did," | said softly. "| adore Tasha" | paused, then asked, "So, erm, what do you want to do now? | 
mean, on the one hand, I'd like to stay together for Tasha, but on the other hand, we've not exactly been living 


as husband and wife since even before she was born, and I'd not want to tie you down if you'd rather be free." 


"| think I'd just as soon get divorced," Tamar said. "Maybe not right away, filing can wait until your tour's over, 
but we can work out the basics while you're here now. Dad's gone, and | think Mom won't freak out if | decide 
To come out, you know? Staying married after that miscarriage, well, it was as much to keep Dad from finding 


out about me, as to give you a child Mind if | ask who it is? | mean, someone from a meet'n'greet or what?" 


| blushed. "It's Janick, actually. | mean, we've been best mates since he joined Maiden, but with shared rooms all 
tour and he and | always in together since ‘Arry wanted to stick with Blaze for moral support and Rebecca 


joining us which meant Nicko was paying for his own room.. things happened, you know?" 
"Didn't you once tell me you thought he was sleeping with Bruce?" Tamar asked. 


"He was," | said. "Up until Bruce quit two years ago. The bastard broke Jan's heart, just vanished and never 
even contacted him, let alone saw him, since the day he left Maiden, and they'd been together, although not 
exclusive, for over ten years." The angry edge to my voice honestly startled me a litte, but time hadn't 
softened my irritation with Bruce for hurting Jan like that. 


Tamar nodded. "What about Janick's wife?" 
"According to Jan, he and Sandra had been friends with benefits, and he only married her after she got up the 


duff,” | said. "He told me he'd been with Bruce since the late TOs or very early 80s, back when he was in 
White Spirit and Bruce was in Samson, and Sandra knew that they'd been together since well before she even 


met Jan. He plans to tell her about us, although he doesn't think anything will change with them, at least not 
yet, for the sake of their kid She's only ever asked him to act like a proper husband when she's around, and 
to stay discreet when she's not" 


"Yeah, | can see that," Tamar said thoughtfully. "| don't know that I'd make the same choice, but if it works for 
them, that's all that needs to be said, right?" She paused, then chuckled. "Well, | suppose | am making a similar 
choice, in not insisting we divorce immediately, but since we know it'll happen once you're home with enough 


time for us to handle things properly, | think it's a bit different.” 
"| s'pose it is," | agreed. "You'll not try to keep me from Tasha?" 


"Of course not," Tamar hastened to reassure me. "She's Daddy's Girl through and through. | would never hurt 
her or you by trying to take her away from you. I'd like to think we're friends and hope we can remain so 


even after we officially split.” 


| smiled. "Yeah, we are, and we can. | admit, I'm a little hurt that you knew that baby you lost wasn't mine 
but.. well, there's no sense getting into a strop over something that happened over ten years ago, is there? 
And you've been a good wife and all, never complained about how much l'm gone for recording and tours and 
such. We did that pre-nup and kept the majority of our assets separate at your dad's insistence, since you 
had so much more than | did back when we married, so really, the house is the only big marital asset that 


we'll need to figure out what to do with." 


‘I'd as soon keep it and pay you half the market value," Tamar said. "While I'd never keep Tasha from you, we 
both know I'll get primary custody due to how often you're away. | think it'll be better if we don't completely 


uproot her from everything familiar, you know? This neighborhood, my mom, all that." 


"Right, that makes sense," | agreed. "I guess you have been thinking about the possibility of divorce for a while, 
yeah?" 


Tamar shrugged. "Not.. consciously? | mean, not like thinking, ‘gee, | wonder if | should bring up divorce soon; 
but | suppose its kind of always been in the back of my mind, you know? That since we weren't really a proper 
couple, that sooner or later one of us was going to meet someone else. I'm a little surprised it was you, since | 
know you're not the sort to sleep around just because you can, but I'm happy for you, too. You deserve 


better than to be a beard for a closeted lesbian" 


"Well, I've been content," | said. "| understand why you didn’t tell me back then, but for what its worth, I'd 
have been happy to marry you for the chance to be a father even if | had known | was mainly there as your 


beard" 


"That has to be the weirdest compliment I've ever gotten," Tamar giggled. "But thank you, Dave. | got it right, 


when | picked you as being the best man | could imagine being married to." 


Laughing along with her, | reached out and patted her shoulder. "But now you can start chatting up all the 
pretty birds you want to, yeah? Also, to let you know, I'm gonna leave a few days early. Jan and | decided to 
meet up a few days before our first show in January, to have a bit of time together without the other 
blokes lurking about" 


She smiled. "I don't blame you for wanting that. | hope it all works out well for you both. Good night, Dave." She 


stood up, then leaned down to give me an affectionate hug. 


"Thanks, Tamar," | said softly, returning the hug. "Good night" 


Chapter I] 


danick's POV 


| bounced impatiently by the arrivals board in the international terminal's baggage claim in Athens, checking on 
Dave's flight, which had just landed. I'd collected my luggage already, including my guitars, so | had a trolley 
with me, with enough space left for his gear so we could go through Customs together. | spotted Dave's 


familiar blond hair in the crowd, so | waved and called out, "Over here, Dave!" 
Dave's head jerked up and a warm smile lit his face as he waved back. "Good to see you, Jan!" 


| felt my breath catch at the sight of Dave's smile as | returned it happily. | reached out to give him a quick 
one-armed hug, the sort of thing two men could get away with even in a conservative country, and noticed 


that he needed a shave. "You are a sight for sore eyes, Davey. How was your holiday?" 


"| got a few surprises, and | don't mean the sort brought by Father Christmas," Dave said with a chuckle. "I'l 


tell you once we're out of the airport and settled somewhere quiet. How was yours?" 


‘It went well,” | said as we made our way over to the baggage carousel assigned to Dave's plane. "Mum was 
thrilled to have me at her Twelfth Night for the second year in the last three, and my conversation with 
Sandra went pretty much the way | figured it would” 


The buzzer sounded and the carousel started to turn, so Dave turned his attention to spotting and grabbing 
his bags, piling them onto the trolley with mine. "Right, that's everything," he said after a few minutes. "| 
bloody well can't wait to get to the hotel so | can shower. I've been in these clothes over twenty-four hours 


at this point and | feel nasty." 


We headed off to Customs, then out to get a taxi to our hotel. Once we got checked in and up to our room, | 
wrapped my arms around Dave and gave him a soft kiss. "Mind if | join you in that shower?" | asked. "I'd like to 


take care of you the way you took care of me that night" 


He smiled. "I'd like that a lot, Jan, thank you," he said softly. "Ill need to shave, too. Probably ought to do that 
first." 


"Go ahead, then, and I'll get things organised out here," | told him with a smile. 
"All right," he agreed, and pulled out his toiletry kit, shaving whilst | dug out the massage oils and lube, plus 
put a couple of hand towels on the nightstand as well. A few minutes later, | heard the shower come on. "l'm 


just waiting for the water to warm up, if you still want to join me," Dave called. 


"Be right there," | called back, hastily stripping and leaving my clothes in an untidy heap in the corner. Entering 
the bathroom, | laughed to see Dave's socks in the bin instead of piled up with the rest of what he had been 


wearing. 


Dave laughed as well. "| decided those couldn't be salvaged," he said. "Not after how long they've been on my 
feet" 


Shaking my head with a grin, | gave his arse a teasing swat. "Into the shower, you. | said I'd take care of you 
today and | plan on doing just that. And a massage after the shower, too, I'm sure you could use it after flying 
for so long." 

"| could, yeah," Dave admitted as he stepped into the shower. "I am a little sore." 


"Then you just relax and let me do the work, okay?" | said softly. "I really want to do this for you." 


"I'd like that," he said, looking at me with that warm expression back in his big blue eyes, the expression that 


made my breath catch a little every time | saw it. 

| still wasn't quite sure how to interpret that expression, but | adored how it made me feel every time | saw 
it. Bruce had never in all the years we'd been together looked at me like that. "Well, let's get your hair washed 
first thing," | said, pouring a little shampoo into my hand and working it into his wet hair. 

Dave purred as he relaxed. "Damn, Jan, you've got bloody magical fingers," he murmured with a smile. 
Blushing, | carefully rinsed the suds from his hair. "Flatterer," | chuckled, leaning in to steal a soft kiss. Once | 
was sure I'd thoroughly rinsed his hair, | pulled out the body wash and ran my soapy hands down his back and 
over his arse cheeks, even daringly trailing my fingers between them. | smiled at his sudden intake of breath 


as | knelt to wash his legs and feet. 


Moaning softly, Dave ran his fingers through my hair as | soaped up his feet and legs, then very gently 
washed his cock and balls. "Jan." he breathed. 


"Yes, Davey?" | asked, putting on an innocent expression, even as | adored watching his reactions to my Touch. 
"You tease," he murmured. 


"And you love it," | countered, getting to my feet and running my hands over his chest before guiding him back 
under the spray to rinse off again. 


"Yeah, | do," Dave admitted, leaning in and stealing a soft kiss, caressing my cheek as he did so. "I'm really glad 


you chose to come and spend some time with me." 


‘lm really glad you suggested it," | said, feeling a blush staining my cheeks. | reached for the conditioner and 
worked that into his hair, letting it sit as | quickly washed my own hair and threw some conditioner in. | rinsed 


Dave's hair first, then my own before shutting off the water and wrapped him in a towel before doing the 


same for myself. 

"You're spoiling me," Dave said with a smile. 

"You deserve it," | said. "Come on, let's see if | can give you as good of a massage as you gave me." 

Dave licked his lips. "| hope this massage ends up with me in the same position you were in that time,” he said. 


| took a deep breath, even as blood rushed to my groin. "If you want me to, yes. | never have, but I've always 


been curious as to how it feels." 


| thought it felt great, but it seemed like you were having a lot of fun too, so I'm definitely curious," Dave 


told me, the towel around his waist tenting over his growing erection. "Shall we?" 


"Hell, yeah," | replied with a smile, ridding us both of our towels and tugging him to the nearest bed. "Massage 
first or sex first?" | asked 


Putting on a show of pondering the question, Dave grinned. "I haven't seen you in weeks, and I've missed you." 
"Right, so, massage first, then?" | joked. 


Laughing, Dave pulled me down on top of him and kissed me deeply, wrapping his arms around me. "You decide 


- I'm up for whatever you want." 


"Yeah, | could tell,” | teased, shifting my hips to slide our erections together. "You feel good” | kissed him once 
more, letting my hand slip up his inner thigh to caress his balls and the soft skin behind them. 


Dave moaned softly, parting his legs in silent invitation. "Please, Jan," he murmured. "| want to give myself to 


you." His hands traced down my back and over my arse cheeks, squeezing gently. 


| moaned as well, my cock twitching in anticipation. Reaching for the lube, | coated my fingers and teased at his 
tight pucker before carefully slipping one into his passage. Keeping my eyes on his face, | wiggled it around, 
seeking that sweet spot inside of him. Maybe I'd never been on this side of things before, but from my 
experience in Dave's current position, | had a pretty good idea of where to find it. My finger brushed over a 
spot that felt different and | knew I'd found the right place when Dave arched up suddenly. 


"Bloody fuck!" Dave gasped, his hips jerking. "That's.. God, that's fucking brilliant!" 


"Good," | purred, adding a second finger carefully. Dave tensed up for a moment, then took a deep breath and 
forced himself to relax. "You okay?" | asked. 


"Yeah, it stung a little for a moment, but it feels good all the same,” Dave said. "I'm sure you know." 


Chuckling warmly, | agreed. "Yeah. | remember," | said as | worked my fingers around, feeling the tight ring of 


muscle loosening up a little more every time one of my fingers brushed against his sweet spot. 

Dave nodded, then moaned again as | moved my fingers within his passage. One of his hands clutched the duvet 
as if anchoring himself and his other hand caressed my thigh whilst his hips thrust up in rhythm with the 
actions of my fingers. "Jan.. so good..." 

| worked a third finger into his passage, leaning down to lick up the clear liquid starting to leak from his cock. 


‘Oh... God.. Jan.. please." Dave moaned out, panting. "Need you...” 


Lifting my head, | leaned up and kissed him. "You're sure?" | asked softly, wanting reassurance before | did just 


that. 

"Do it.. fuck me, Jan," Dave said with a nod, his blue eyes glazed with desire. 

| slathered lube over myself, then withdrew my fingers and carefully pushed my throbbing cock into his tight 
passage. "Fuck, Davey.. so hot.. you feel so good." | had to hold still for a moment, to keep it from being over 
too soon. | wrapped my slick fingers around his cock, stroking as | started to move. 

Moaning, Dave pulled his legs back, rocking his hips up to meet my thrusts. "Jan... fuck... Jan." 

"Davey," | breathed, already feeling my climax building. The tight heat of his passage surrounding me was like 
nothing I'd felt before. | adjusted my angle, trying to find his sweet spot once again, then he arched up so 
sharply | thought for a second he was going to come off the bed altogether. His cock throbbed in my grasp. 


"So close, Jan," Dave gasped out. 


"Me too," | gritted out, trying to hold back and failing. | thrust faster and harder, my hand moving on his cock 


in time with my thrusts. "Come for me.." 

With a strangled cry of, "Jan!" Dave spilled over my hand, his passage tightening around me. 

"Dave... Dave.." | moaned, straining forward as | climaxed deep within him. | nearly collapsed on top of him, just 
barely having the presence of mind to brace my weight on one arm as | leaned down to kiss him softly. "Thank 


you, Davey," | murmured, smiling. 


"Thank you, Jan," he replied softly, smiling up at me with such a caring expression in his eyes that | could feel 
my heart becoming whole in the warmth of it. 


| pulled out carefully and reached for one of the towels I'd placed within reach, mopping us both up and then 


lying down next to Dave, snuggling close and smiling as he wrapped his arms around me. "Davey?" | murmured. 


"Will you freak out if | tell you something?" 
"Of course not, Jan," Dave answered softly. "You can always tell me anything.” 


| took a deep breath. "It took me a little while to figure this out, but.. I've fallen in love with you." 


Chapter 18 


Dave's POV 


My breath caught at Jan's words, and | could feel the smile spreading over my face. I'd hoped, but never 
expected that I'd hear him say it, not this soon, anyway. "Oh, Jan.. | love you, too." | kissed him softly and 
admitted, "| realised a while ago that | was falling in love with you, but | wasn't sure you were.. were open to 


anything more than friends with benefits." 


"And | think | sensed it a while ago, that you felt something for me, | mean," Jan said softly. "l. you made me 
feel.. worthy? I'm not sure that's the right word, but.. before, he made me feel like | should be grateful he 
paid attention to me, that he was doing me a favour because | wasn't really worth anyone's time. Oh, not when 
we first got together, but as time went on, you know? Until | started believing it, believing | deserved it when 


he vanished like he did" 
"Oh, Jan," | murmured, not really sure what to say. 


"But then we hooked up," Jan continued. "And from the first, you wanted to please me, to make me happy. It 
had been so long since anyone put me first that | almost didn't know what to do with it. But | started feeling 
better about myself and as | did, | started to realise that | was falling in love with you." 


| brushed a stray wisp of hair back from his face, caressing his cheek. "Of course | want you happy, Jan. How 


could | not?" 


He lifted a hand to caress my cheek in return, his grey eyes bright with emotion. "You want me happy, 
because you've got the biggest, most caring heart of anyone I've ever known, I'm just sorry | didn't make 


sense of my feelings until we were apart over the Christmas break." 
"That's nothing to apologise for, Jan," | told him softly. "If anything, I'm pleased that you wanted to wait until 
you had your feelings sorted out before saying anything. I'd much rather that, than for you to tell me 


whatever you think | want to hear, y'know?" 


"Yeah, | know," Jan said. He leaned in and kissed me tenderly, then sat up. "Get on your stomach, Davey, | 


promised you a massage after all your travelling.’ 
"You know you don't have to.." | started to say. 


"Yeah, but | want to," Jan interrupted me with a smile. That smile widened into a grin as he added, "Besides, it 


gives me an excuse to put my hands all over you again." 


| laughed, but complied, rolling to my stomach and pillowing my head on my arms. "You don't ever need an 


excuse, not as far as I'm concerned. Yeah, I'd advise against groping my bits onstage, but if you ever want to 


touch me, then touch me." | paused, then added, "And that includes on the bus, yeah? I'm not ashamed of you, 
of us.. we can even tell the blokes flat out that we've gotten together if you want, then there's no worries 


that they might see us being affectionate." 


Jan poured a litle oil into his hands and started working on my shoulders as | talked. "You really mean that, 


don't you?" he asked, a note of wonder in his voice. "But what about your wife?" 


"Yeah, well.. remember | said | got a few surprises?" | asked. "That's part of it. Tamar does want to get 
divorced once the tour's done and I'll be there long enough to deal with all the legal stuff. Thing is, us getting 
together isn't her reason for wanting the divorce, just the.. the reason for doing it straightaway rather than 


waiting longer. She told me she prefers women" 


"Huh," Jan said, his hands going still on my shoulders for a moment before resuming their kneading. "Why did 


she sleep with you in the first place, then? | mean, you married her cos she was pregnant, right?" 


"We'd spoken at meetin'greets a few times before the night she made a pass at me," | explained. "She admitted 
over the holiday that she'd done so cos she trusted I'd not hurt her - she'd been assaulted at a party at her 
university and was pregnant from that. For obvious reasons, she wasn't willing to go to him to get him to 
claim the baby and marry her, so she picked me instead since she was comfortable enough with me to sleep 
with me plus I'd be gone so much and so wouldn't be there wanting to sleep with her all that much anyway. 
She did say she thought about divorcing me back when she lost that one, but I'd really looked forward to 


becoming a father, so she decided that under the circumstances, she owed me a child of my own." 
"That's... yeah. Definitely not what | expected," Jan said. "You're good with all this?" 


"Yeah, | am," | said, turning my head far enough to smile back at him. "Her da insisted on a pre-nup for us 
back then, since Maiden was successful, but she's from money. So we've kept most of our assets separate 
over the years. There's the house, of course, and one joint account for household expenses. She's said she'd 
like to pay me half market value and keep the house so as not to uproot Tasha, which makes sense given how 
often l'm away, but she's also promised she'll not keep me away from Tasha. I'm sure | can find a flat or even 


a house of my own somewhere nearby so | can see her, even have her to stay over, whenever I'm there." 


"It sounds as if you've got things worked out, then," Jan said. "l. does it bother you, that she lied in order to 


marry you in the first place?" 


"Yeah, it bothers me a little," | admitted. "But at the same time, what's the point in getting into a strop over 
it? | mean, it was over ten years ago, and since she miscarried, I'm not actually raising some other bloke's kid. 
I'd rather keep it amicable and not risk my relationship with my daughter, y'know?" 


Jan leaned down to kiss the back of my neck. "David Michael Murray, you have got to be a bloody saint. | don't 


think | know anyone as genuinely good as you are." 


"Look in the mirror sometime, Janick Robert Gers," | said softly. "You're a better man than | am. l'm still 
tempted to go find a certain person and attempt to beat the shite out of him for hurting you - even knowing 
that if | ever did take it to fists, l'd almost certainly get my arse handed to me." 


"Oh, Davey," Jan sounded a little choked up. "You know | don't want you to do that, right? Although it means a 
lot that you care enough that you'd want to." 


| managed to roll over underneath him and pulled him down on top of me, holding him close. "Yeah, | know, 
which is why | wouldn't do it. This is just me being human and all, wanting to get back at anyone who hurt 
you." Deciding that a change of subject was in order, | asked, "Are you still willing to give golf a try? | was 
thinking that if you are, we'd do that tomorrow, have that shopping trip on our second day, then end our 


getaway with just exploring the area with your cameras." 


Jan pressed a soft kiss to my jaw. "Yeah, I'm willing," he said. "Best case scenario, we'll have another hobby to 
share, and worst case scenario, | enjoy a pleasant walk with you in beautiful surroundings whilst dealing with a 


bit of frustration from trying to make a little white ball go where | want it to." 
"| love you, Jan," | murmured. Then my stomach growled and | felt my face turn bright red. 


"| love you, too, Davey," Jan answered with a chuckle. "But you obviously can't live on love alone, so do you 


want to get dressed and go out, or put on enough for decency and get room service?" 


"Room service," | decided. I'd travelled straight through, which | didn't usually do, and | was enjoying not only 
Jan's company, but also not having people crowded ‘round. After spending a bit over twenty-four hours 
amongst mobs at the airports and inside of overbooked planes, | wanted to avoid the chance we'd be recognised 


and besieged by fans seeking photos and autographs. 


"Room service it is," Jan said, pulling away from me a little reluctantly and grabbing the menu from the desk. 


‘lm glad thats what you picked, actually. | like having you all to myself for a little while." 


| smiled, sitting up and leaning against his back, reading the menu over his shoulder. Once we ordered, we 
cleaned up and pulled our footie shorts on before the food arrived, then ate snuggled together as we talked 


about our plans for our getaway. 


Chapter [9 


danick's POV 


| asked Dave what | should expect on our planned golf outing, and he managed to explain the basics without 


getting too technical on me, which | appreciated. Then he made a fun suggestion. 


"Since we're planning on shopping the following day, how about some incentives?" he asked. "Like, if you make 
par on any hole, I'll get you a new pair of stockings, and if you get a birdie, I'll get you a suspender belt as 


well.” 


| laughed. "Oh, that does sound like fun! How about if | manage the whole course with an average of two over 


par or even better?" 


“Ambitious, are you?" Dave laughed and reached over to tickle my ribs, making me jump and yelp softly. "If 
you can do that, I'll get you anything you want, a corset if they have nice ones, or maybe one of those sets 
with the knickers and babydoll top plus a matching robe?" He blushed a little and muttered, "I looked through a 
catalogue that Tamar had chucked in the bin, there were a few things in there that didn't have wired bra cups 
and | thought some of them would look brilliant on you." 


"Really?" Now | blushed. "I'm flattered! You really spent time looking through a catalogue at things you thought 


might look good on me?" 


Dave nodded. "Well, | wanted some ideas for myself, too, but like | said, | saw a couple of things that | just know 
you'd look brilliant in, with your build and all." 


"Well, if you spot something you want to see me in when we're out shopping, do tell me," | told him. "I mean, 
sure, the best part of wearing lingerie is how it feels, but there's definitely an added thrill in knowing someone 


else likes how it looks." 


"And with your looks and build, you look brilliant in anything," Dave said softly. "You could probably be a model 


if you wanted to, whereas I've run to fat since | quit smoking." 


"You're hardly fat, Davey," | said firmly. "So what if you've put on a little bit of weight? At least you're not a 


collection of bones on stork legs." 


"You're hardly a collection of bones, Jan, and those legs of yours are bloody amazing," Dave said. "Long and 


shapely and elegant” 


| blushed again, ducking my head to try to hide my flaming cheeks. "More flattery?" | asked. "I never knew you 


had such a silver tongue." 


Dave playfully stuck his tongue out as far as he could and looked down at it, nearly going cross-eyed in the 
process. "Duro, it looks pink to me," he joked. "Anyway, it's not flattery when it's true." 


"Wanker," | laughed, reaching out to tickle him. 
He yelped and wiggled away, grinning. "Only when you're not with me," he said. 


"That was terrible," | said, shaking my head and laughing. | slid closer once again and pulled him into my arms. "I 


really love snuggling with you.” 


"Yeah, holding you is brilliant," Dave murmured, sounding sleepy. "Best feeling in the world" He kissed me 


tenderly, wrapping his arms around me, and | relaxed in his embrace. 


When | woke up in the morning, Dave had his face buried in my shoulder and one leg thrown across mine. | 
smiled, gently combing my fingers through his hair as | enjoyed the warmth and closeness. A nagging need to 
use the loo finally drove me out of bed, but | made sure to slide out from under Dave carefully, so I'd not 
wake him. After taking care of business, | slid back into bed and tried to snuggle back up without disturbing 


him. 


Dave didn't open his eyes, but he did wiggle closer and mutter something indistinct while sliding his arm around 
me. | kissed his forehead and relaxed once more, thinking about how I'd been so completely mortified when I'd 
realised Dave caught me dressing up back in Bucharest - yet if he hadn't, we most likely never would have 
gotten together. Of course, if Bruce hadn't vanished on me, | wouldn't have even considered getting together 


with anyone else. 


But he had, and as much as it hurt, now | was glad he did. Before | joined Maiden, there had been a few times 
that he vanished for months on end, but he always came back and turned on his charisma when | still missed 
him more than | was angry at being ignored. Then when | joined Maiden, that's when his selfishness really 
started, and his manipulative nature, at least towards me. He really had made me feel as though | deserved to 
be treated poorly - as though | was only good for sex. As though he was the only reason | was picked as 
Adrian Smith's replacement. 


Well, maybe he was the reason | was the first person called to audition, but even then, | knew ‘Arry Harris 
well enough to know that Bruce's lover or not, if he didn't think I'd fit in with his band, he'd not have hired me. 
And between that and the support that Davey had shown me right from the beginning even though | was 
replacing his oldest friend, Bruce hadn't managed to completely destroy my self-esteem. Mostly, but not 
completely. 


| couldn't help but consider how Bruce's behaviour towards me had made it so hard for me to give up the 
hope that he would return. Over the years, he'd subtly managed to make himself the reason for my personal 
happiness, to where I'd felt guilty for considering a quickie with a groupie when he was off with another 


groupie himself instead of being with me, even though he knew | was waiting for him. Because of how 


dependent I'd become on him, it took nearly two years of no contact from him before | really believed he 


might not return - and of course, had become convinced it was my fault. 


And then everything happened that led to me and Dave first hooking up and then developing feelings for one 
another. The way he treated me, right from the beginning, always so determined to make sure | wanted what 
we were doing, | think that's what opened my eyes to how poorly Bruce had treated me all along. But | also 
realised it was my growing feelings for Dave that allowed me to finally let go of Bruce in my heart and mind. "I 
love you, Davey," | whispered softly, pressing a gentle kiss to his shoulder, then relaxed and drifted back to 


sleep. 


| woke up again a couple hours later, to Dave trying to slide out from under my arm, so | pulled back to let 


him up. 
‘Sorry, | didn't mean to wake you," he murmured. 


| smiled. "You didn't. But good morning," | said softly. Leaning in, | kissed him softly, then rolled to my back. "Go 


on, then, do what you need to. | expect we'll need to get moving soon if we're to get a tee time, right?" 


"Yeah, we will," Dave said after a glance at the clock He leaned over to kiss me lightly, then got up and padded 
off to take care of his ablutions. 


| got up as well, pulling my hair back into a ponytail as | assumed I'd be better off with it out of my face 

whilst golfing. | considered surprising Dave with something pretty under my clothes but decided against it. We'd 
be shopping, and | was sure, giving each other a fashion show tomorrow. And as much as | enjoyed wearing my 
things, suspender belts and stockings weren't quite as comfortable under trousers if | was going to do a lot of 


walking, and | knew golf involved a lot of walking. 


Dave emerged from the loo and | took my turn. He gave me a smile when | emerged again and we headed down 
for breakfast, then out to the local public golf course. He'd arranged for club rental for the both of us, as 
well as our tee time, plus an hour on the driving range beforehand so that he could teach me the basics 


before we actually got out on the course. 


Both of us sported huge grins when we got back to the hotel - Dave had come in five under for the course, 
which he explained to me was an excellent score for the first time on a new course, and whilst my overall 
score was something expected of a complete novice, | did manage - through pure luck - to make a birdie on 
the seventeenth hole. 


Once we were inside our room, Dave pulled me into his arms and gave me a big kiss. "You did well out there 
today, and | owe you a suspender belt and stockings when we're out tomorrow," he declared with a grin. "So, 


what do you think of golf, now that you've tried it?" 


"lll be the first to admit, it's not going to replace footie as my sport of choice," | told him. "But it is enjoyable, 
and | can look at it as a fun activity rather than a competition, yeah? I'd very much like to go out with you 


again sometime, as long as you don't mind playing with someone who doesn't take the game as seriously as you 


do." 


"If | want competition, Nicko's as serious a golfer as | am," Dave pointed out. "Not to mention, there's all sorts 
of charity games if | care to compete with other amateurs who are about on my level. lim perfectly happy to 
enjoy your company, whenever you care to play a round with me. Same as l'm perfectly happy to walk round 


with you when you're out and about with your cameras, if you're in the mood for my company. 
"| love you, Davey," | said softly. "Any time you want to come out with me, I'd welcome your company." 
"| love you too, Jan," Dave replied just as softly. 


We opted to go out for dinner, sampling the local cuisine, and then Dave laughed when | spotted an Irish pub a 
few streets over from our hotel as we walked back. We ended up stopping in for a few pints and returned to 
our room feeling no pain. As we snuggled together an hour or so later, | smiled softly as Dave spooned up 
behind me and kissed the back of my neck. "As embarrassed as | was that day in Bucharest, you catching me 
like that was the best thing thats happened to me in a long time. The best thing since my daughter was born," 


| murmured, feeling safe and content in his arms. 


"Good, because you're the best thing that's happened to me in a long time, too," Dave said, sounding sleepy. 


"Can't wait for tomorrow." 


"Me either," | said. 


Chapter 20 


Dave's POV 


| grinned at Jan as we set out for the shop he had in mind. | still felt a little bit nervous about going into the 
shop, but | knew from the first time he took me shopping back in Madrid, | would settle down once we were 
actually inside the place and browsing. 


The shop Jan found for us proved to have an even better selection than the place in Madrid. | honestly felt 
like a kid in a sweetshop as | looked over the displays of suspender belts, babydoll sets, stockings, knickers, and 
other frilly items. Jan started browsing through the suspender belts since | owed him one for making that 
birdie yesterday, but | headed straight for the babydoll sets. | wanted one for myself, as | thought the cut of 
the top would be far more forgiving of the slight paunch I'd developed since | quit smoking, but | also wanted a 
set for Jan's birthday, which was coming up in less than two weeks. 


| found a sheer black set trimmed in silver ribbons for myself, which | thought would pair nicely with the 
black and silver suspender belt and starry stockings that Jan gave me for my birthday, and which | hadn't yet 
had the chance to wear for him. Then | grinned when | found a white satin set, embroidered with green 
shamrocks. Given Jan's talent for finding Irish pubs anywhere we went, | knew | had to buy it for his birthday, 
especially when | saw that set came with a matching suspender belt. | picked out another babydoll set for 
myself in turquoise blue satin, and then grabbed a few pairs of stockings and some knickers in various colours 
and textures. 


Hurrying to pay whilst Jan was still browsing, | had them gift wrap the white set, then pushed it to the 
bottom of my shopping bag. Just in time, too. 


"Got everything you wanted, then?" Jan asked with a smile as he approached the tills. 


"| did," | told him, laughing as | added, "And more, | found a couple of things | didn't know | wanted until | saw 
them." 


Jan laughed as well. "Hope you didn't bankrupt yourself, then, since you said you'd pay for my stockings and 
suspender belt" He set the two items down, crimson fishnets and a black lace suspender belt. "And then I'll pay 
for this." He held up a forest green corset with attached suspenders. 


"| always keep my promises," | said with a warm smile as | handed the shop assistant enough cash to cover 
my share of the purchase. 


Jan paid for his share, and we headed back to the hotel. When we got up to the room again, he smiled and 
softly asked, "Will you put something on for me? I'd love to see some of what you bought” 


"Do | get to see you in something pretty as well?" | asked, feeling my cock stirring in anticipation. "You know | 
love looking pretty for you," 


"As | love looking pretty for you," Jan said with a blush and a smile. He pulled his goodie bag from his suitcase, 
then took it and his shopping bag into the loo. "I'll change in here, so we can surprise each other," he said 


before shutting the door. 


| stuffed the wrapped package inside a clean t-shirt and put it into the mesh inside pocket of my suitcase first 
thing. Then | pulled the starry stockings and suspender belt from my own goodie bag and put them on along 
with the sheer black babydoll set. The silky sheer fabric of the knickers felt amazing, hugging my cock and 
arse, and | could see my nipples through the fabric of the top. | caressed my legs as | rolled the stockings on, 
enjoying the texture of the stars woven into them. Standing up again, | ran my hands down my torso, enjoying 


the feel of the sheer fabric against my skin 
"Bloody hell, Davey, you look amazing," Jan breathed. 


| jumped a bit as | hadn't heard him opening the door to the loo, and smiled warmly at the sight of him. "You 
look brilliant as well, Jan," | said. He wore his new forest green corset paired with black lace stockings and 


forest green knickers. | walked over, putting a bit of sway in my hips, and kissed him deeply. 


"Mmm," Jan purred into that kiss, his hands gently stroking down my sides, his fingers twining in the silky loose 
fabric of my babydoll top. "This feels good, too. What do you think of it, love?" 


"It feels almost as good as your hands," | said softly, trying not to choke up too much at his use of the 
endearment. | let my own hands wander over his sides, feeling the heavy textured fabric of his new corset, 
then down to trace the lace of his stockings. "The lace feels almost rough in contrast with your smooth skin 
Your corset as well. You could be one of the Fair Folk of legend, beautiful and magical." 


"There's that silver tongue again," Jan said, blushing. He slid his hands up under my babydoll top, then back 
down to let his fingers trace over each silver star on my suspender belt. 


| shivered at his touch, twisting around to pull his cock from his knickers and lick him from base to tip before 
slowly and teasingly drawing him into my mouth. | knew | still didn't completely have the hang of this, but | 


loved how he tasted, and the sounds he made whenever | hit a particularly sensitive spot. 


Jan moaned and nudged me. "Davey.. God.. stop.." He moaned again as | ran my hands up his thighs to brush 
against his balls. "Please, Davey.. wanna come with you inside me." 


Moaning in assent, | pulled back slowly, pressing soft kisses to each of his thighs. "Anything you want, mo 
chroi," | murmured, using my Irish grandmother's favourite term of affection towards my grandfather. | 
tucked the front hem of my babydoll top into the neckline, not wanting it to get caught between us and maybe 
tear, then grabbed the lube from the nightstand and coated my fingers. 


As | carefully worked my fingers into his tight passage, Jan curled around to stroke my cock through my silky 
sheer knickers, knowing that the feel of the fabric sliding over my flesh always drove me wild. He thrust up as 
my fingers brushed over his sweet spot, his breath hitching softly. "Davey.. please, love.. need you... take me..” 


"Mo chroi.. love you, Jan, love you so much," | said, withdrawing my fingers. Tugging my knickers down to free 


my cock, | coated myself with the lube and slowly sank into his welcoming heat. "Oh, Jan.. feels so good...” 


"Love you, my Davey," Jan moaned beneath me. His hands reached around to caress my arse cheeks through 


the fabric of my babydoll top. 


| pulled the front of my babydoll back out of the neckline and wrapped the silky fabric around Jan's cock, 
stroking him through it, and thought for a moment he was going to come off the bed, he arched up so hard. 
Feeling my own control starting to slip thanks to his passage tightening around my cock in reaction, | moaned 


softly. "You like that, mo chroi? Does it turn you on to think of coming in my lingerie whilst I'm wearing it?" 


Jan gasped, "God, yes!" as | thrust into him, stroking his cock through the silky fabric wrapped around his 
length. | shifted my angle slightly, seeing the signs that he was close, and his hands tightened on my arse, 


pulling me as close as | could get as he cried out, "Dave... Dave!" 


"Jan.. mo chroi.." | moaned as his completion spilled over my fingers. | strained forward, climaxing deep within 


his welcoming heat. 


Disregarding any damage he might be doing to his corset, Jan pulled me down on top of himself and kissed me 
softly. "I love you," he whispered. 


‘| love you too," | whispered back. 
Some time later, as we washed the lingerie we'd worn, Jan turned to me with a soft smile. "I'm happy," he said, 


sounding both pleased and amazed. "I'm happy, and for the first time in | don't know how long, I'm not scared 
that I'll be made unhappy if | do something wrong. | feel safe." 


| paused in my washing and reached over to squeeze his hand. "You are safe, Jan. | can't even picture you 
doing something wrong, but | promise you, if anything ever goes wrong between us, we'll talk about it, figure 
out what went wrong and how to fix it. And | promise | will never ignore you or withhold affection as some 


kind of punishment. That would just hurt both of us in the long run, mo chroi." 
Jan leaned in and kissed me softly. "Thank you, love," he murmured. "Thank you for being you." 


| blushed. 


Chapter 2! 


danick's POV 


"| can't believe this," | said, staring at the answerphone in the flat | shared with Dave. "Whoever would have 
thought ‘Arry would even consider bringing Bruce and Ade back to Maiden?" 


"Not me, that's for bloody sure," Dave said, looking as stunned as | felt. He reached out and took my hand, then 
asked softly, "Are you all right, mo chroi?" 


| gazed into his worried blue eyes and felt myself melt. "Yeah, love, | am," | said. "Or at least, | will be. This just 


- shook me up some, y'know?" 
Dave smiled warmly. "Yeah, | know. It shook me too." 
"Would you hold me for a bit?" | asked quietly. 


"Any time you want me to, you know that, Jan," he answered, pulling me over to the sofa and then down onto 


his lap. 


| slid my arms around him and rested my head against his, closing my eyes as | let the scent of his hair 


products envelop me and make me feel secure. Dave really was the best thing that ever happened to me. 


Three years had passed since we'd gone to Athens to spend a few days together before the X-Factour 
resumed after the Christmas holidays, three years since we'd admitted our love for one another. Three years 
that proved brilliant on the personal front - we never outright stated to the other blokes that we were 
together, but we didn't shy away from being affectionate on the bus or in the dressing room as long as no 
outsiders were about. 


Surprisingly, Nicko caught on even before ‘Arry did, but then again, with Blaze's ongoing vocal issues, he wasn't 
paying as much attention to the rest of us for worrying about Blaze. | never learned if ‘Arry finally figured it 
out for himself or if Nicko finally clued him in, but all he did was comment that he hoped we'd not cause any 


scandals since he had enough on his plate already. 


And avoiding scandal was easily enough done. Neither of us wanted to hurt Sandra or Tamar, or our kids for 
that matter, so we refrained from public displays of affection Sure, we might hold hands or sit cuddled 
together on the bus, or even share a kiss goodnight before crawling into our bunks, but we never engaged in 


drawn-out snog sessions let alone anything more involved than that. 


After the tour, Dave returned to Maui for several weeks, working out the details of his very amicable divorce 
with Tamar. He also arranged rental of a small guest cottage from a fellow rock musician and golfer who also 


lived in the same town, the other bloke had a large estate with several quest houses, and proved willing to 


lease the smallest of those to Dave at a quite favourable rate so that he'd always have a place near his 


daughter and could have her over whenever he was on the island. 


For myself, Sandra surprised me by asking for a divorce, having met someone whilst Maiden was in Japan. 
Considering everything I'd asked her to put up with over the years, especially when Bruce and | were together, 
| refused to be so selfish as to keep her with me when she wanted her freedom. As Dave had done with 
Tamar, we managed to work out an amicable division of property as well as custody and visitation so that | 


still had a fair amount of time with my own daughter. 


| bought a flat nearby, and not long after that, Dave and | decided to move in together, splitting our home time 
between the flat in Yarm and the cottage on Maui, so that we both had time with our respective girls. We 
were both thankful that ‘Arry didn't raise a fuss, but he likely had more pressing matters on his mind. 


Because on the professional front, things had gone from bad to worse. During the X-Factour, Blaze had blown 
out his voice and we'd had to cancel eight shows on the US leg of the tour. Oh, management had played it off 
to the press that Blaze had suffered some sort of allergic reaction to the native plants, as it happened when 
we'd reached the southwestern states at the height of pollen season, but we all knew it was him straining to 


sing the old hits. 


We took six months off before meeting to work up songs for the new album, which would be titled Virtual XI, 
and whilst Dave and | both felt the songs were good, something seemed not quite right. But without being able 
to point to any specific problems, we couldn't suggest any improvements. Production took longer than 


anticipated, but that's a hazard of the industry. 


Then ‘Arry got the daft idea of trying to connect the album and our tour with the coming FIFA World Cup, 
even to putting together the Iron Maiden FC with us and some of our crew and playing exhibition games 
against local pro teams or teams made up of other bands and their crews. Sadly, although not entirely 
unexpectedly to me and Dave, the idea backfired spectacularly on him. Blaze continued to have problems with 
his vocals, and people started putting out concert reviews saying that perhaps Maiden should stick to playing 


footie from now on. 


Then Blaze's voice gave out again, costing us a full thirteen shows, nearly half of the North American leg of 
the tour. At that point, Dave and | privately agreed that Blaze seemed to be the only one who didn't know he'd 
be sacked after the tour. | felt bad for the bloke, he really was doing his best, but he'd been asked to fill 


shoes that were far too large and he just couldn't manage. 


Dave noticed ‘Arry spending more time than usual closeted with Rod Smallwood whilst on the Japanese leg of 
the tour, and that he came from the last couple of those meetings looking somewhat hopeful, so we had 
expected to be called in to audition a new singer soon after the Christmas holidays. But we never expected 


that he'd invite Bruce and Adrian to return to the band. At least he'd said in his message that we'd go 


forward with three guitars, that I'd not lose my position to make room for Ade's return. 


FEKE 


A week later, we all met in London for our first rehearsal as a six-man, three-guitar lineup. Dave and | made 
sure To arrive early, so we were already discussing how to trade off solos with Ade by the time he arrived. 
The three of us promptly set to work, and quickly fell in syne with one another, mostly thanks to Davey. He'd 
played with Ade for more than ten years, after all, both in Maiden and in Urchin and its predecessor going as 
far back as their school days - Ade even spoke of how he'd gotten his first couple of guitar lessons from 
Dave, and that he'd even bought his first guitar from Dave. And of course, Dave and | had played together for 
the last ten years and had gotten very used to each other. Ade and | simply both coordinated ourselves with 


Dave, which also coordinated ourselves with each other. 


Then Bruce came in talking with ‘Arry. "both older now, yeah?" he said. "| expect we both know better now, 


right, Arry” 


"Yeah," ‘Arry agreed. "Spose we do. Best get to work, then" He picked up his bass and settled it comfortably, 
then called for everyone's attention. "Right, you lot, we're gonna start with Futureal, then The Clansman, since 


both Ade and Bruce need to get comfortable with ‘em. Shall we?" 


Nicko smacked out a four-count and we started playing. The rehearsal itself went well, but | could feel Bruce's 


eyes on me the whole time and | just knew he'd approach me once we ended for the day. | was right, too. 


Dave had gone into one of the sound booths as the rehearsal broke up, wanting to record a demo of a riff 
idea whilst it was fresh in his mind even though we'd chosen to do this short reunion tour to test if Maiden 
would work well with all six of us before recording a new album. ‘Arry, Nicko, and Ade had already left for the 


nearest pub, but I'd decided to wait for Dave. Unfortunately, Bruce seemed to think I'd waited for him - and 


that we were alone. 


"You're looking as good as ever, Jan," Bruce murmured in my ear as he slid his arm around my waist. "l'm 
quite looking forward to getting reacquainted. Dare | hope you've got that leather corset on under there?" He 
tried to pull up my t-shirt to see for himself. 


| sidestepped away from him. "No, | don't have that anymore. Besides, I've no interest in taking up with you 
again Five fucking years without a word from you, and you really expect to pick things up from when you 


left? Not a bloody chancel" 


"Oh, Jan," Bruce said, giving me his best puppydog-eyes pleading expression. "Come on, you know we've had 
times when we haven't seen each other for a while before. And you know how good we've always been 


together. Haven't you missed me?" 


"Not in the last three years," | told him with a withering look. "What's to miss? Demands on my time 
regardless of any plans | might've had? The expectation that | wait alone in the hotel room for you whilst 
you're off shagging a groupie? Months of wondering if you're going to call? Nah, mate, I've much better things 
to do." 


"Are you seriously still in a strop? Come on, Jan, | can make it up to you," he coaxed, stepping in and kissing 


me. 


| slapped his face and shoved him back. "Leave. Me. Alone," | growled at him, seeing over Bruce's shoulder that 
Dave had emerged from the sound booth and had witnessed both the kiss and the slap. The sight of his smile 
gave me even more resolve and | glared at Bruce, who stood with one hand on the cheek I'd smacked and an 
incredulous expression on his face. "I'm with someone - not Sandra - and have been for three years now. 
We're exclusive. I'm not going to cheat on him. And I'm certainly not going to put up with your shite anymore. 
Fuck all the groupies you want, fuck your wife, whatever, | don't care. You'll not fuck me - or fuck with me - 


anymore." 
“But... but.." Bruce's expression changed from incredulous, to confused. "I thought..." 


| looked past him at Davey and gave him a warm smile. "All finished in there, love?" | asked. "Did you want to 
hit the pub with the others or just go home and get comfortable?" 


"Il leave that up to you, mo chroi," Dave said, moving around Bruce to give me a soft kiss, which | returned 
happily. "| know its been a bit stressful today, so if you'd rather go home and let me give you a massage, I'd 
love to do that for you." Laying it on a little thicker for Bruce's benefit, he added, "Of course, even if we hit 


the pub, | can still give you that massage after we go home." 


"Mm, a massage sounds brilliant," | said, tucking a lock of Dave's hair behind his ear. "Let's go home, love." 
Sliding my arm around him, | looked Bruce square in the eyes. "See you at rehearsals," | told him, then Dave 
and | headed for the door. Bruce stared after us, the confusion on his face morphing to a look of devastation, 
as it finally sunk in, that | wouldn't take him back and that it was all his own doing. 


Outside, we climbed into my car and Dave kissed me once more. "Are you okay, mo chroi?" he asked softly. "I 


know that had to be hard on you." 


"| feel.. surprisingly good," | said "No, it wasn't easy, but.. its done. Its not hanging over my head anymore, I've 


faced him and have truly moved on with my life. I've moved on with you. | love you, Davey. 


"As | love you, Jan," he said, leaning his head on my shoulder and smiling as we pulled out of the car park 


towards home. 


